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Chapter I 
I BELIEVE 

1 BELIEVE ! Those were the first words I said 
on this earth. But I said them at a time when 
I could not speak, and at a time when I could not 
believe — as a newborn infant. I then took upon 
m3rself a serious vow to resist the devil and to believe 
in God as the Almighty Creator and Redeemer. By 
this vow I received baptism, and became a Christian. 

Is that a legal compact ? I ask the lawyers who, in 
matters relating to the law, require a personal affirma- 
tion and signature ; I ask the moralists who, in regard 
to all human acts, good and bad, take consciousness 
and free-will for granted. I ask : Is it a legal com- 
pact that the Church makes with the ignorant child ? 
Nay, I do not consider that to be binding which 
my godfather promised on my behalf. I could not 
believe solely, because he afl&rmed in my name : 
" I believe." I should not be a Christian merely 
on the grounds that reception into Christianity was 
desired and obtained in my name, since I knew 
nothii^ of it, it did not happen through my will ; 
with the awakening of reason I was free, I imderstood 
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what was comprehensible; that which was incompre* 
hensible, I could believe or not as I chose. 

And yet I believe. And yet I must believe. For 
in fact the reasoning, the iree " man has no choice 
whether he will believe or not. Either he knows 
something, in which case the belief falls away of it- 
self, or he believes something or does not beheve it — 
quite involuntarily. I will believe it means the same 
as " I must believe it " ; " I do not believe it " signifies : 

X cannot beUeve it" When there are so many men 
who purposely shut themselves out from belief, who, 
for one reason or another, will not believe, because, 
according to modem ideas, behef is old-fashioned 
weak-minded or even immoral — they deceive them- 
selves in so far as they imagine they make beUef or 
unbehef dependent on their own wills. They cannot 
believe. If they could, they would. The command- 
ment, ** thou shalt beheve," always seems to me 
brutal and unjust; whereas, on the other hand, 
I understand the conception of the Church which 
• sees m belief a grace of God. Belief is a grace, granted 
to one, withheld from another, just as a man is by 
nature optimistic or sceptical. To the best it is 
often a seeking, a striving, a doubting, a despairing, 
a longing for happiness, with no possibihty of obtain- 
ing it. It is so at the present time when all ideas 
and conceptions possible rush in upon a man, and he 
has to find his own way among them according to 
temperament or chance. It was otherwise in olden 
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times, when the whole world of human thought 

and ideas was limited, and entirely adapted to a 
belief in the supernatural ; then belief was almost 
spontaneous, it was waiting for man when he came 
into the world, it received him, so that Ins faith was 
assured assoon as his reason awoke. Thus the sponsor 
can easily pr<»nise for the infant : I believe, and the 
Church is justified in relying on that promise, and 
in receiving the young believer into its community 
for all time. 

When my reason awoke I discovered such a narrow, 
uniform world of behef around me. And if I had 
not, if I had found neither church, nor pulpit, nor 
altar, nor a pious mother, nor a God-fearing father, 
I say I should still have been compelled to believe in 
accordance with my nature. In accordance with 
my nature. That I cannot of course prove, but I 
imagine^ for example, that the flower, the storm, the 
starry sky, the mountains, the sea, the whole essence 
of the universe, would have spoken to me emphati- 
cally of ** God, eternal life ! " until I could think of 
nothing else but God, eternal hf e 1 The world would 
have appeared to me as distinct and comprehensible 
as the simplest mechanism, I should have understood 
it clearly from in front, from behind, in its inner- 
most kernel, I should indisputably have known and 
perceived myself, my origin and my destination ; 
then knowledge would have been absolute, and behef 
would have had no part to play. But as absolute 
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knowledge and comprehension were not obtainable, 

are not obtainable, and, iii spite of all the wise men in 
the world, never will be obtainable, because we hope 
and fear, therefore belief existed peremptorily for 
the optimistic denizen of the world. Thus I believe 
that my hrst word and vow has been honoured, 
although made without my knowledge. 

The fanatic for knowledge came up to me angrily : 
*'God and Immortahty, prove this to me, thou 
fool I " 

1 quietly answer : " Prove the contrary to me." 
It is not necessary to throw the fool back at him, be- 
cause I am suie he thinks as he is able, and that in 
his own way he is a believer too. For lie believes that 
there is no Grod, no immortahty. And then I can 
part from the man at once, for I do not need him on 
the path I intend to traverse, and he as little needs 
me on his way. I dismiss him as a beUever in the 
above-mentioned sense; if his intentions are good 
they deserve my esteem. 

The views I state here are not intended to stir up 
a controversy, they are a modest confession of my 
inner life, lor which I claim not only no merit, but 
admit many faults. I will reveal this inner hfe with 
its happiness and its tonnent, with its tender melan- 
choly, and its contradictions. Whether what I say 
is the truth I know not, but it is certainly veracious, 
for I shall reveal my inmost being according to my 
conscience and my powers of perception. I did not 
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place myself where T now stand. But the standpoint, 
is in fact not a bad one. From it a good view of our 
subject, of our time, can be obtained, and a bond is 
fonned with heavenly things. I do not know whether 
heavenly conceptions make me better, but they make 
me happier, as every other spiritual world has the power 
to do. I have to renounce the honour of being a 
man who counts for something m the world, who has 
something to offer society, either as a citizen or as an 
author ; I have to content m3^1f for the time behag 
with the sight of God's kingdom m the distance. I 
must also stand back in humility perhaps, before 
honest sceptics and unbelievers who are heroically 
striving for the right, who err, fall, and rise again, 
whilst I remain almost inactive, full of peace, aside 
in the shadow of the Cross. 

Yet I have been a child of the world, passionate in 
action, impatient in suffering, keen in desire. Even 
I wished to break a hole in Heaven through my worldly 
deeds. I was saved from these insolent demons by 
illness, which attacked my body during many years, 
and gently released my soul from its material wrap- 
pings, making me indifferent to the value of the 
world, and urging me on the basis of a religious youth 
and an optimistic outlook to build a kingdom not of 
this earth. I do not know, of course, whether this 
kingdom agrees in every point with that founded by 
the Saviour, and which shall last until the end of time. 
But it is His hght. His hght it is which is refracted 
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through the prison of my being, so that the sunny d y 

is converted into a soft twilight. 

I have read an enormous number of books both 
for and agamst these mysterious thmgs. I have at 
times tried to enter into the thoughts both of the free- 
thinker and of the orthodox behever. It has long ^ 
troubled me to think that contradictions are to be 
found in the gospels themselves, and contradictions 
evidently at variance with the principles of Christ's 
teaching. I began to compare, to subtilize, to read 
exegeses, and only fell deeper into confusion. Whose 
was the fault ? Mine. I had begun to meddle with 
the letter, and that destroys faith. The priests, too» 
who wish to interpret and prove too much, exclude 
behef. Thomas 4 Kempis* Imitation of Christ is 
my favourite among Christian religious books, for it 
has enlightened and consoled me innumerable times. 

But now that» and everything else that I have 
read, shall be put aside, so that I maybe alone with 
myself. As far as possible I will close my eyes to 
all hght from ^without ; in ignoring the influence of 
the human wisdom of another, I shall try to come to 
terms with revelation and myself. If I brought in 
outside opinions, writings and dogmas, other errors 
would be added to my own, and the confusion would 
be more hopeless than ever. I do not desire that 
people shall always agree with me, I am content if 
they understand me. I am still a worldly man. 
I have not wholly escaped contact with sin. Look- 
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ing earthwards, I feel the fate of the unhappy; 

I err, I suffer, I am afraid. But looking up to the 
stars saves me — I beUeve. 

I believe in God the Father Ahntght]^ Maker of Hearai 

and Earth. 

A certain count sought a steward for one of his 
estates. A young man offered himself who possessed 
great agricultural knowledge, gained apparently at 
a pubUc high school. He was very proud of himself 
and was sure that with his knowledge he could make 
the land 3deld double and treble, and fill all the gran- 
aries. The count imew veiy well that a practical 
agriculturist, knowing that rain and sun had to be 
reckoned with, would not talk quite so confidently, 
but he said to the aspirant : " You intend to fill the 
granaries through your knowledge ? I do not desire 
that, but shall be content if you can produce a single 
blade of com. If you can do that I will make yo.u 
master of the estate." The young steward went 
away smiling confidently. He manured the ground 
in the most approved scientific manner, ploughed and 
harrowed it with the newest machmes, and sowed 
the seed. In a few days it sprouted, and in a few 
months a healthy blade stood there tall as a full-grown 
man, its fruitful ears already bent. The steward 
showed his master the blade of com he had brought 
forth. " That's very nice," said the count, but 
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the peasant was able to do as much as that a thousand 

years ago. Or did you accomplish it without a seed ? ** 
"Sir, if that is of any importance to you, I will 
not take the seed from the ear, I will create it, and let 
a new blade grow from it so that the work may be 
mine from beginning to end." So said the steward 
in the enthusiasm of his knowledge. Then he went 
to a mill, took some flour, and kneaded it into a little 
com seed, took chaff, and with great cleverness made 
a husk round the seed. The seed was now ready ; 
in form and substance it was not to be distinguished 
from the other seeds. It was put in the ground and 
cherished and cared for according to all the rules of 
experience and science ; but it neither sprouted nor 
grew, it rotted in the earth. " You may go," said 
the count to his steward, " I prefer to place the Lord 
God over my estate ; He can make corn-seeds." 

The Almighty Power of God ! The herb-gatherer 
on the Barenhohe was a h3rpercritical reasoner, and 
once said to me : Listen, God is very powerful, but 
He is not all-powerful or He would have needed only 
a moment for the creation of heaven and earth ; He 
required six days, and it fatigued Him so much that 
He had to rest on the seventh.'* 

That is what happens if God's daily work is measured 
according to a pocket calendar. What have the six 
days to do with me ? God needed a moment and an 
eternity for the creation of the world. For the world 
is always finished, and yet is created afresh every 
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moment. Every one who has time and inclination 
can see God at work creating the world ; he need only 
go out into the pasture, the forest, on the sea, in the 
rocky desert ; he need only look at the clouds, feel 
the gentle breeze or the raging storm. Or he may 
note the development of his child, the gradual decay 
of his fath^; he may observe the changes which 
take place in himself, whether he is rising to the 
fullness of life or sinking towards death. All is 
creation that he sees. If, once, there was eternal 
spring, if ^the flower remained ever a flower, if 
the fruit never ripened, if the leaves never fell from 
the tree — if the spring so ardently sung by the 
poets, so greatly loved by all, were not to pass, 
then it would be time for men to despair, then the 
creation of the world would be over, and God would 
have put his work away, like a child discarding the 
toy in which he takes no further pleasure. 

And if that were to happen, then the reign of chance 
would have come. And if chance ruled, things would 
be very different from what they are now. Our 
astronomical calendar would be usdess, the sun 
might rise in the west or the north, and the stars 
would wander in space without a flxed plan, would 
run away, or collide and so destroy each other. On 
earth the seas would rise to the sky, and the vapours 
bum in flames. The blood in the veins of animals 
would stop flowing, or burst its vessels with fever, 
the human brain would cherish ideas m boimdless 
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confusion, unheard oi and horrible, such as no 
madman had ever dreamed of. 

And all because the Lord had laid aside his work, 
and troubled himself no more about it. 

I was once asked whether I did not sometimes feel 
a lioly anger against God, in whose existence I believe, 
when he burdens me with sickness, men of evil inten* 
tion, and other kinds of suffering ? I see no reason 
for anger. Assuming that I am underserving of 
all the calamities, a thing which is very much to be 
doubted, I feel that my sufferings are a kind fatherly 
discipline ; for that sort of suffering does not make a 
man worse ; it inspires him, ennobles him, reconciles 
him to the shortness of life, to threatening death and is 
a wholesome count erbalance to the brutish demands 
of the bodily senses. I would not care to know how 
a man, who is able to enjoy aU the pleasures of the 
earth undisturbed, feels when death calls and leaves 
his visiting card on him. There are those among us 
who would receive the card with comparative calm- 
ness ; perhaps we might say at first : If you will 
be so good, call another time, I am very busy to- 
day; but in the end, if the visitor is not to be 
put off, we say : lu God's name, let him come in ; I, 
am ready. 

Again, some one declares : He who believes in a God, 
lu lu ties Him by so doing. For judging from the 
boundless sea of wrong and misery that fdls His 
worid, He would only bean unjust and careless God. 
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Thereupon, I ask myself : Why do we fed wrong 
and misery so deeply ? Because it is the exception. 
If it were the rule we should be accustomed to it. 
In my opinion there is incomparably more justice 
and happiness on the earth than the reverse ; a man 
that has an eye for these things will perceive them ; 
another who seeks only to prove the wrong and misery, 
will not observe the better side, the joy, the victory o£ 
good. So far as I can perceive, I notice that expia- 
tion follows sin. And where expiation is not accom* 
plished outwardly a gloomy trial is held in the mind 
of the guilty. The unjust man, the oppressor, 
the cheat, may enjoy the whole host of so-caUed 
earthly joys, but such a man will never be contented 
or hghthearted. If his own conscience and that 
of his time have become so deadened that he hears no 
voice of accusation soimding tiirough his own barren 
soul, at all events, he cannot find inward happiness, 
harmony or exaltation. He vegetates stupidly and 
dully, and if trials come, he is overwhelmed by des- 
pair. It is better for him who acquiesces, and prefers 
rather to suffer wrong than to do it — ^he has nothing to 
fear. He has built himself an ideal world, which is 
indestructible. This arrangement, which the bad man 
regards as a great misery, but in which the good man 
finds peace of mind, is the best proof of the existence 
of a wise God. 

People are naturally never tired of asking: Why, 
if God IS so wise, should He permit a wrong that 
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hurts, firstly, the one against whom it is practised ; 

and secondly, the one who commits it ? The objec- 
tion is certainly striking. The God of Wisdom might 
refute it, but the narrow human intellect must here 
be silent. If the human intellect attempts an ex- 
planation by saying wrong must exist because this 
vale of tears is a place of purification, nothing is 
gained, for he will be met with : Why a vale of 
tears ? Why the necessity for purification ? A wise 
God-Creator would have prevented it in the very 
beginning. 

I think as a man, and sp it seems to me that a 
contrast — evil — ^is necessary to perfect happiness. As 
far as I and others know men, they can bear anything 
better than a series of prosperous days. Certainly, 
atheists will not be converted by such thoughts; 
but that is of no account, for the Lord Himself will 
convert them when it is time, and when it is no longer 
necessary that atheists should exist. With such 
ideas we only make clear our personal standpoint 
which may be theoretically disputable, but is actually 
the safest refuge for resignation and contentment. 
One thing only : If unhappiness is necessary in order 
that its opposite, happmess, may appear the brighter, 
then the happy man should be doubly indulgent 
and kind to the unhappy man, for it is to him that he 
owes his own advantages. 

We read that God the Father, the Creator of heaven 
and earth made man in His own image. And we 



Digitized by Google 



I BELIEVE 



13 



learn, on the other hand, from universal history that 
man pictured his God in the image of man. By the 
latter method the idea of God loses essentially in dignity 
and holiness, for we are too famihar with the everyday 
ways of men. And again, through strained interpre- 
tations and intolerance, the orthodox Churches have 
brought the greatness o£ God into disrepute; another 
reason why the modem man knows but little of God, 
why he even crosses himself at the mention of the word 
*' God," just as men did in the middle ages at the 
word " devil." Every other kind of designation has 
been brought forward : World-spirit, force, law of 
nature, infinity, and the like. It is pretty clear from 
this that people have a conception of the true, the 
incredible, incomprehensible, all-ruling. But it must 
not be called God, because that evokes a personality 
before their eyes, generally a handsome, dignified 
old man with white hair and beard, and modem 
reason cannot reconcile itself with such a representation 
of God. 

Science speaks of a primitive cell as the first cause 
of all life. That is also a belief, with the sole difference 
that this belief is confined to a prison cell, whilst 
ours flies free through heaven. The primitive cell 
is the steward's com-seed, from which a blade sprouts 
easily, but which cannot be produced without a seed. 
Long ago a fierce dispute arose as to which came 
first the hen or the egg. The hen, said one, or the 
egg couldnot have been laid ; the egg, asserted another, 
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or the hen could not have come out of it. Men stand 
on the same grotind with their primitive cell. If 
I were a man of science, I might perhaps put it in 
this fashion: "The natural origin of all organic life is 
apparently a primitive cell. Behind it certainly stands 
divinity." The words would not be spoken " scien- 
tifically," but I venture to declare them in God's 
name, and indeed for the sake of science itself, which 
is thus brought into significant relationship with the 
other kingdoms and powers of the human mind. 

And if the man of naive perceptions represents to 
himself a good old man who forms the primitive 
cell, and creates Adam, where's the harm ? And 
if this almighty, immortal old man tends the primi- 
tive cell in fatherly fashion, and watches it from 
development to development, until a being comes 
from it like unto its Creator— is that so foolish ? Do 
not all living things in the world of nature aspire 
to perfection, so that in perfection they may resemble 
their Creator ? Humanity is now about to create 
a new world through wonderful reforms. On what 
lines are human beings to work if not upon those of 
the Father who understood world-K^reation ? 

Many are irritated at the notion of believing in an 
actual God-Creator without ever having seen Him, 
without more intimate knowledge of His existence, 
without knowing something of the history of His 
life, and understanding something of His intentions. 
Such an idea is intolerable to the modem seeker 
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alter knowledge^ and therefore he prefers to throw 
God entirely overboard. But I ask such men, do 

they know much more of humanity, of themselves ? 
Can they account for the origin of their own exist- 
ence, whence they came, whither they go, what they 
signify ? they are scarcely a lesser mystery to them- 
selves than God is to them. Do they therefore 
declare that they do not exist ? 

God is from eternity to eternity. Now there are 
people who assert they cannot picture eternity 
to themselves. I believe them, but I can far less 
picture the contrary to myself. I can never imagine 
time or space to have a boundary. For what would 
be beyond the boundary of a certain time ? Time 
again, and beyond that tmie, and so on always. And 
it would be the same with space ; if it had a boundary, 
what could be beyond it but space again, and so on 
for ever. The attempt to represent the infinite to 
oneself might send a man mad, for it is absolutely 
incomprehensible. And yet no one will deny that 
the infmite exists. And if subtle philosophers have 
declared that there are no such things as time and 
space, that they are only a coinage of man's brain, 
they have stated so foohsh a thing that no ordinary 
man can beUeve it. For how can there be a brain, 
if there is no space for it, how perception of an idea 
if there is no time for it ! Many modem scholars 
prefer to utter such foolishness rather than acknow- 
ledge the existence of God. 
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I believe in God the Father, the Creator of the 
world as he appears symbolically represented in the 
book of Genesis and other ancient writings. But if 
such instruction had not been handed down to us, 
what then ? Should I still beheve it ? According 
to my understanding I must answer, yes. 

There was a boy who lived in a chalet of the Solker 
Alps. His parents were woodcutters, and did not 
trouble themselves about him. He looked after their 
goats, lived with the animals, and heard nothing 
oi God and the world. He ielt the heat oi the sun, 
and cold and hunger much as an animal does ; at least 
he took it all indifferently and apparently thought- 
lessly. Then came a very fertile summer ; the warm 
spring rain had covered the meadows with verdure, 
and the summer sun had filled the herbs with sweet fra- 
grance. The goats had never given such rich, dehdous 
milk, as they did that summer. One morning the 
boy filled a flat earthenware vessel with milk, put 
it on the roof of the chalet, and let it stand there 
until it had evaporated. An observant neighbour 

asked the boy why he wasted milk in that wa\^ ? 
The boy rephed : " For the sun to drink. The sun 
is so warm and has made such good hay. The sun's 
a fine fellow. The sun shall have milk to drink.** 

So the simple youth offered a sacrifice to God, and yet 
he had scarcely heard that there was a God, and still 
less that He was perhaps the sun. And this was one 
of the nobler sacrihces not induced by fear, but made 
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solely out of gratitude. Savage nations, it is said, pray 
to their savage gods from fear of their power ; they pray 
to be spared. Men with acquired or inherited educa- 
tion pray to God out of love ; they have a heart's 
need to be grateful for the good they enjoy in God's 
world. Active gratitude fills them with happiness, 
and the more they 3rieid themselves to the good and 
beautiful ideal of their divinity, the more they become 
like Him. Striving towards Him, coming nearer 
to Him, that is their aim. The fact is really 
this : man creates an ideal for himself which is a 
nobler image of himself ; he calls it God, and aspires 
to resemble it. Thus he climbs a rope ladder, the 
end of which he throws ever higher and higher up 
the rugged wall of rock, towards the heaven of per- 
fection. Who taught him to do that ? He who 
put into his heart existence, strength, and the power 
of development, God the Father, who created the 
world for all eternity, and who will create it in all 
eternity. 

And in Jesus Christ, His only Son our Lord. 

Once a stranger came travelling from a far north 

land. One day as he wandered in the mountainous 
country, he was greatly terrified by something he 
caught sight of. A man hanging on a wooden stake 
suddenly appeared before him. He was almost 
naked, his arms were outstretched and fastened to 
the wood with iron nails, and so were the feet. He 

2 
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had a deep wound in the right side and was dead. 
The stranger hurried quickly past the horrible image 
which stuod by the roadside. But he had not gone 
far when he came upon a second image similar to the 
iirst. Once more, this time on a bridge, another 
man hung, fastened to the Cross ; and far below, 
where the village began, another, and yonder in the 
burying-place of the dead innumerable bodies hung 
on crosses, as though the most terrible oppressor 
had ravaged the neighbourhood. But the people 
went past them with indifference. Then the 
stranger asked a white-haired man what was the 
meaning of all these murdered men who were to be 
seen all over the neighbourhood hanging on crosses. 

The old man rephed : " Wliere do you come from, 
oh stranger, that you do not know the Cross ? You 
must know that you will not only find the image in 
this district, but that it is erected in all the five 
quarters of the globe. It [may be that the message 
has not reached the far north where a single night 
lasts for months. These are not different persons 
whose image hangs on the Cross, it is the portrait of 
One only — ^yes, truly, of the only One in heaven and 
on earth.'* 

When the old man finished speaking, the stranger 
asked him to tell him something of this only One, for 
he could not understand it. 

My son, we can none of us understand it," said 
the old man. "There were mighty ones who an- 
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nounced in beguiling words that heaven had come 
upon earth, but in spite of this the nations would 
not accept their teaching. It was different with this 
One. Listen to me. Nearly 2,000 years ago there 
lived a poor Rabbi in the East. He wandered about 
the country and preached a new doctrine to His 
people. Other prophets had said : Defeat the enemy 
of your people, take their land, destroy their industiy 
and labour, rule over the earth ! — But the Rabbi 
said : * We are all children of one Father, our kingdom 
is not of this world. Our earthly lot is renunciation 
and patience, only in the kingdom of immortality, 
at home with the Father, shall we be happy.' Other 
prophets said : ' Love yourself and become strong ; 
hate your enemy, demand eye for eye, tooth for 
tooth ! ' The Rabbi said : ' Love your enemy, 
do good to those who hate you.' And when the 
poor wandering preacher had announced the strange 
doctrine of renunciation and love of one's fellow m^n 
in iosoiy places, what happened ? What do you 
think happened ? " 

The stranger replied : ** They laughed at Him for 
a fool and turned away from Him." 

*^ It did not happen like that," said the old man. 
** They declared His doctrine of gentleness and kind- 
ness to be dangerous to the state, condemned Him 
to death, and executed Him by crucifying Him as you 
see represented by the images." 

Yes/' exclaimed the stranger, " but was it likely 
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that healthy, egoistic, seubible men would accept 
such a purely slavbh and self-renouncing doctrine ? " 

" They killed Him," said the old man, " they feared 
that such a doctrine would, if adopted, destroy and 
upset the kingdoms and the nations and house- 
holds. Instead of that the Rabbi's message has 
ennobled the family, educated the nations and made 
them more moral, and strengthened the kingdoms.'* 

**Has the simple doctrine really been] spread 
abroad ? " asked the stranger from the far north. 

'* It has spread from east to west, it has created 
a new civilization, and a new world-history. The 
simple teaching of the poor Nazarene who preached 
nothing but poverty and humility, has conquered 
brutal laws, it has become the ruling religion of the 
world. This revelation is the only one of its kind 
since the beginning of history. It is not a doctrine 
for slaves, for it makes a man master of himself; and 
it is not a doctrine of self-annihilation, for it makes 
men inmiortal." 

The stranger stood long before one of the crosses 
and shook his head. This token which had given 
the deepest sense of atonement to eager human 
hearts was honoured more liian anything in the 
world. How was that ? 

Yes, stranger, how comes that ? It happens thus be- 
cause men realized that the joy of sacrifice for others 
can be the greatest blessing for the individual as well as 
for all, that the sacrifice of death in the one redeems 
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a thousand lives, that humanity consists not of the 
egoism of the individual but of his unselfish love for 
others. 

That is called a divine teaching. And why is 
this ? Because it cannot be a human one. Hitherto 
men had lived for thousands of years and set forth 
all conceivable dogmas, and tried every possible 
means of raising the race. But they were too human, 
every one hated his neighbour and loved himself; 
every one blamed the faults of his neighbour and 
cherished his own ; every one exhorted others to 
repent, but gave himself up to pleasure. Then came 
this only One and showed what love is, and how a 
man must wiUingly sacrifice himself for his fellow-men. 
There was nothing human about that, it was divinely 
great, and so this only One was called divine, the 
Son of God. 

If we, as God's creatures, are Hkewise aU sons of 
God — none of us stands so near Him, none of us is so 
like Him as Jesus. For His teaching is productive, 
world-preserving, ennobling, soul-purifying. It is 
extended far bey<md earthly circumstances, it calls 
the dead to life, and makes them immortal. 

Among the milhons of God's children the Lord has 
none so like Him as the Son of the poor workman of 
Galilee. Therefore He is His only Son. 

This only Son of God makes us happy, gives us 
eternal hfe, but desires one thing of us — ^that we 
believe in Him. We can become good and holy through 
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His teaching and example, but blessed only if we 
believe in Him. We need not recognise in Him the 
Son of God sent from Heaven to live according 
to His commandments and fulhl all the duties of 
Christianity. But that is not enough to become 
blessed. Only he who sees the Personal, Eternal, 
All-powerful God in Him, only he is blessed. In 
that belief he is blessed already. We actually ex- 
perience the blessing through such a belief. I 
have often thought that the possessions we imagine 
are far more real than those which have actual 
existence. The latter can easily be destroyed at any 
moment by all sorts of accidents; the imaginary 
possessions live in our brains constant and indestruc* 
tibleinidea, in memory, in expectation, until the brain 
itself gives way. Therefore I do not despise the ideal ! 
It has a material worth in its way, it is a possession 
and an experience. And when Jesus said to us : I 
am the Resurrection ]and the Life, whoso believeth in 
Me, he shall be blessed ! — ^and we bdieve in Him, 
then we are happy indeed in the expectation of 
eternal happiness. No money and no property, 
no honour and no pleasure can make us so absolutely 
joyful and happy, as belief in Jesus Christ. 

In the St3nian highlands there Uved a peasant 
who was iucknamed "The Pair." He gamed the 
name through his curious conduct. He was a well- 
to-do landowner, had a family, a large number of 
servants, numerous friends, and yet he was scaixely 
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ever seen in society. He alwa3rs went about alone, 
and yet not alone. When he walked along the road, he 

always took the worst, the rougli or wet path, so that 
the good path on his right remained free, as if for a 
companion, whom he wished to honour. And yet 
no one was ever seen walking by liis side. If he entered 
an ifin, he always called for a glass of wine for himself 
and a second glass for another who was not visible. 
The second had to be put on a metal tray or on a white 
plate, as is the custom of the countiy for specially 
honoured guests. When the peasant had drunk 
his own wine, he used to pay for both glasses, and to 
say that if a thirsty man appeared, he might drink 
the glass of wine left on the tray. At home, at every 
meal, a special cover was laid in the place of honour ; 
it consisted of white china, and silver which had 
always to be bright and dean. The large table was 
well-filled, the father sat at the top, but the place 
on his right hand remained empty. And yet the 
peasant leaned respectfully to that side as if a dis- 
tinguished guest sat there. After dinner the food set 
before the invisible guest was given to the poor. 

It was on account of this companionship with an 
invisible being that the peasant was called "The 
Pair." If he was asked what it meant, he either 
made no reply or said mysteriously : But He is there. 
It was well known wliom he meant — the Lord 
Jesus. The man took the bad path out of love and 
honour to Him, out of love and honour to Him a place 
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was set at the table, and whether he was at work or 
taking his i;est, he was always calm and cheerful, 

and behaved as if he were in the company of another, 
a person of distinction, whom no one ever saw. Before 
he had attained a great age, the man fell mortally 
sick. Then a chair was placed by his bedside, and 
he pnt out his arm as if he were holding some one's 
hand and carried on a low-toned conversation with 
the invisible occupant of the chair. When he was 
dead, no one ventured to move the chair from the 
bedside. His grave in the churchyard was near a 
white marble monument representing the Good Shep- 
herd. And as the peasant's coffin sank into the earth 
it seemed to me as I stood there that a white light 
gleamed into the open grave from the figure of the 
Good Shepherd, shining brilhantly in the sun. 

And this peasant was one of those who are happy 
upon earth in the belief of Jesus Christ. 

In the course of time numberless prophets and 
teachers have arisen against Christianity. They all 
flattered human nature, and yet none of their doc- 
trines have been victorious. Christianity brought a 
new suffering on the earth — suffering with others, 
compassion, pity. It healed thousands of sorrows 
by means of the new sufEenng; it conquered by 
means of the new suffering — yes, conquered, for 
our civihzation is Christian. Of course there are men 
who are indi£Eerent, faithless and wicked; there are 
heathenish customs and great and powerful currents 
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of mateiialisni) there is injustice and malice, often 
most terrible. And yet the spirit of Christianity 

prevails; it prevails in law, aiid in purpose, and 111 
temperament. Many who strive against it are caught 
by it. Even if many deny the love of God, love of 
one's neighbour remains as a principle, and is regarded 
as the highest moral law. And to forgive one's enemy 
is considered great and heroic. Love for one's enemy 
is seldom practised becaiise it is so difl&cult, so super- 
human. 

Some years ago there arose in Germany a modem, 
fiery spirit who declared that what had hitherto 
been called virtue — modesty, voluntary poverty, 
humility, love of one*s neighbour— was nothing but 
weakness, degeneration, a mistake, in the end actually 
sin, because it lowered the human race, and raised 
misery as a model. The only true virtue was 
pure egoism, the virtue of the strong man. The 
strong were to annihilate the weak, so that the weak 
might be rooted out. The ruling mind must bring 
the slavish souls under the yoke, so that vulgar banahty 
might not be victorious. Only the strong, inconsiderate 
and brutal man deserves to be master, he is the super- 
man, the godhke man ! This doctnne of an in- 
tellectual master was written in dazzlingly beautiful 
language, and it might be thought that, considering 
the inchnation of our younger generation to barbarism, 
mere physical strength and war, such principles 
would act as sparks in a powder-cask. The new 
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prophet was, it is true, talked and written about with 
deep interest, but a community of supennen has 
not been fonned on these lines. Indeed it would 
not be possible, for the doctrine ignored one 
simple matter, for if the stronger is always to 
annihilate the weaker, and at last only two strong 
men are left, the stronger of the two would kill the 
other. Christianity is too tonly rooted in the nations 
for them quietly to accept such a " revelation." And 
so the doctrine became the plaything of idle minds 
who would have liked to follow it but could not. 

A Russian prophet has recently declared the opposite 
of the above-mentioned Herculean religion. He de- 
clares that it is not the physically strong, powerful, 
selfish man who is strong, but the submissive, unre* 
sisting, resigned, patient and humble man. An enemy 
is not conquered by fighting with him, for he gathers 
himself together and prepares to be more and even 
more hostUe, and makes fresh attacks upon his self- 
defending adveisaiy, until he ruins him, provided 
he be not brought to ruin himself. But he who 
does not strive against his enemy, deprives him 
of the power to attack; he will have to endure 
and suffer much, yet he will be in no danger of 
being annihilated in battle, he will have disarmed 
the enemy, and will gradually make a friend of him 
— in short, he will conquer in his way. We may, 
in fact, observe everywhere in life that the patient, 
modest man must indeed hve in poor and narrow 



Digitized by Google 



I BELIEVE 



citciunstances, but he has no irreconcilable enemy, and 

goes through life fairly, unopposed and respectably. 
The last doctrine, in spite of its apparent weaknesses, 
is a strengthening one for the nations, and furthers 
civilization, while the first tends to weaken the nations 
and hinders civilization. 

It is remarkable that those two doctrines— that of 
the superman and that of the humble slave — should 
have been brought forward at the same time, and 
should be so exactly opposed to each other. The 
jast was naturally the best understood, for it is the 
original Christianity. 

It might be said that the doctrine of the superman 
was aristocratic, while that of Christianity was demo- 
cratic. Yet on closer inspection we find that the 
first merely benefits aristocracy theoretically, whereas 

Christianity is practically a powerful support to 
aristocracy. For a doctrine which preaches slavery 
and renunciation to the people makes it easy for 
the strong and selfish to keep them in slavery, to 
accumulate property, and to become the masters of 
the world. That seems to be the dark side of Chris- 
tianity, in tliat sense it has been used in a very un- 
Christianhke manner, and I have often said to myself 
that Charlemagne, who converted nations to Chris- 
tianity by lire and sword, was less than a Christian. 
So hkewise is the Russian Czar of to-day, when he 
imposes restraints in matters of religious belief ; and 
our administraturs of the law are not Christians when 
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they say : For the preservation of social order, rehgion 
must be maintained among the people. No ! a 
thousand times, No ! There must be religion, but 
not on account of social order, not for the advantage 
of an individual or of a class or of a state, solely because 
it is a need of the heart, and for the sake of God. 
What did the priest tiiink who unctuously explained 
to me that religion in the masses was essential to the 
pubUc safety ? If the priest himself be an atheist — 
and in this case the man was — ^then all is at an end^l It 
does not infrequently happen that priests are 
unbeUevers, and the cause may partly be that they 
conceive religious matters too mechanically, and thus 
lose the spirit, and that they have been obliged to 
study and consider dogma too much, so that the 
spontaneity of the behef of the heart is injured. Mean- 
while I always console m3^f with the belief that 
we have more priests than Pharisees. 

With regard to the spread of Christianity, of which 
we were just speaking, it owes its growth, not so 
much to violence, but rather to the virtues of peace, 
gentleness, sacrifice, and joy in knowledge in the 
sense of the Apostles. And the fact that men have 
not shaken ofi Christianity, altliough it has often 
brought them oppression_^ and poverty, proves how 
deeply the teaching has sunk into their hearts, and 
what a rich substitute for the lack uf material 
prosperity they hnd in the Christian inwardness of 
life, in their minds and souls. 
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The kernel of the Christian doctrine is the Sermon 
on the Mount. It has been often and variously ex- 
plained. I have never specially trouble d mysi'lf with 
the different interpretations^ but have taken the Gospel 
and made out the meaning for myself. My concep- 
tion is quite simple. — Blessed are the poor in spirit. 
I do not understand that to mean that unintellectual 
persons are blessed — no, it is the poor who have 
notliing except their ideals and beliefs, their spiritual 
life, for they carry heaven within themselves. The 
meek are blessed, for they will possess the land, they 
will have the enjoyment of the beauty of the land, 
while care and trouble is the lot of those who call 
themselves masters of it. The sad are blessed because 
they cannot be disappointed, every feeble ray of hght 
is a joy and consolation to them, while the happy run 
the risk every moment, of becoming sad or, accustomed 
as they are to joy, of falling into the misery of despair- 
Those who long for justice are blessed^ for they find a 
divine bond of comradeship, they recognize the hand of 
God when they see the victory of the good, the de- 
struction of the wicked. The merciful are blessed, for 
in sympathy with others they find their better selves, be- 
come aware of the mutual dependence of human beings, 
do not feel themselves alone, but on common ground 
with all. Blessed are th^ who keep theur hearts pure 
from earthly desires ; the image of God which th^ 
carry in their hearts will not be dimmed. The peace- 
loving are blessed, for neither hate nor guilt dwells in 
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their heart, they are innocent and glad as the children 
whom God rocks upon His bosom. Those who inno- 
cently suffer persecution for their ideals are blessed, 
for it is happiness to suffer for what we love, and the 
object of our love becomes dearer the more ellorts 
the enemy makes to snatch it away. Chiist sa3^ of 
all such, not that they will be blessed, but that they 
are blessed. The penitent who openly confesses his 
sins shall be the salt of the earth and the light of 
the world, since he frankly utters his convictions. 
Then again : If you pray in an inner chamber out 
of humility, but are not ashamed to do so before the 
people, so that it is all the same where you pray, 
you may commune with your God always and every- 
where, when and where your heart bids you, I am 
not come, so He says, to change the old laws but to 
fulfil them, not, however, according to the dead letter 
but to the living spirit. learned writers and Pharisees 
fulfil them according to the letter, but if you do hke 
these, you will never be just and never attain to 
Heaven. I^eamed writers say, You shall not kill; 
I say. You shall not even be angry. He who is angry 
and condemns to death will himself be condemned to 
death. Your sacrifices on the altar will avail you no- 
thing if you are at enmity with your neighbour. The 
ancients said, You shall not commit adultery. I say ; 
You shall not even think of breaking your marriage 
vows. Rather should you become bhnd than let your 
eye desire your neighbour's wife ; better lose your sight 
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than your honour. Rather cut off \'our hand than reach 
at your neighbour's goods ; better your hand should 
wither than your soul. It is said by the ancients, 
• You shall not bear false witness ; 1 say, You shall not 
swear by God at ail ; yes or no, that is enough. It is 
said by the ancients, An eye for an eye, a tooth lor 
a tooth ; I say, You shall not resist evil but 
suffer everything patiently. The anaents bid you 
hate your enemy ; I say. Love your enemy, do good 
to those who hate you. Thus our Father m Heaven 
acts towards the man who is hostile to him so that 
he may become like Him. It is easy to love those 
who love you, we need no law for that, even tlie ungodly 
do it. If you will follow Me, endeavour to become 
perfect. 

That is how I read the word of Jesus in the Sermon 
on the Mount. There is nothing like it in force and 
nobleness. 

And it continues : 

If you do good, do it not on account of the 
people, because you will then have no joy in your 

deed. The people can bring to nought the best you 
do by their disapproval. Let not your left hand know 
what the right doeth, so secret should you keep good 
work. Your Father in Heaven sees it and will bless 
it ; that is, He will make you strong and ever stronger, 
so that you may be able to accomplish the greatest 
and best. Do not use many words when you pray. 
Submit to the will of Hun who is in Heaven, honour 
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His name, seek His kingdom. Implore forgiveness of 

your sins, promise that you will also pardon those who 
sin against you. Pray for strength of heart against 
the temptations of the world, and for the salvation of 
the wicked. So shall you pray. If you repent a 
sin, do not do so with a sanctimonious , couptenance, 
dress yourself in your best, be cheerful so that people 
may not sec that you are a penitent. Be not too 
anxious about your means of support; such care 
spoils the simple pleasures of hfe for most men, and 
when they have painfully acquired what they need 
for supporting their life, lo 1 death is there. Gather 
not treasures on earth for they pass away; rather 
gather treasures for your spiritual perfection. Lay 
them before your Heavenly Father as an inheritance 
for your posterity. Where your treasure is, your 

heart is, and it must not cleave to earth, it must be 
with your Heavenly Father. If you are of the earth, 
you cannot be of heaven, for no man can serve two 

masters. Work for tlie day, ask for your daily bread, 
set your mind gladly and cheerfully on the kingdom 
of God, and on peace of heart. The word of God is 
your only light, all the Hght of the world is darkness. 
Judge not others, so that you may not be judged, 
for as you do, so it will be done unto you. Improve 
yourself first, then desire improvement in your neigh- 
bour. Do not give your best to the wicked, keep 
^ your hoUest for yourself. Strive in order to attain, 
pray to God, and he will grant your prayer. If your 
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son asks you for bread, you would not give him a 
stone; then surely will your Heavenly Father grant 
the request you make to Him. What you would 
have people do unto you, that do unto them; therein 
is the kernel of the law. The path to perfection is 
narrow and difficult, few take it. Beware of false 
teachers who come to you with flattering words, in 
order to betray your soul ; judge them not according 
to their words, but according to their deeds. If their 
deeds are bad, then they are bad men. God does 
not give Heaven to those who flatter Him in words, 
but to those who do His will. That is My teaching. 
If you follow it, you will build your house on a firm 
foundation^ storms and floods cannot destroy it. 

These words almost strike awe into our hearts, 
for scarcely one of all those who call themselves 
Christians live entirely according to that teaching. 
Even more, very few of the professional teachers 
spread it. A little while ago a clerical newspaper 
in my native land, the organ of the nobiUty and 
big landowners, sought to refute the fact that 
Christianity is the religion of the poor and oppressed. 
It is a religion for all, for rich and poor, for master 
and servant. The paper brought forward as a proof 
all sorts of statements made by theologians and Roman 
Catholic writers, but not a single statement made 
by Christ Himself. That is significant. Christianity 
then is a rehgion for all, but it demands that neither 
rich men nor ruling men shall be included in that 

3 
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all, if they enjoy their wealth and power at the cost 
of the poor. Christ preaches a ruling authority, but 
not oppression, He recognizes those who hold property 
if at the same time they give to others, and He cries, 
sadly, Sooner shall a camel go through the eye of 
a needle than a rich man enter Heaven ! . On the 
contrary He invites the poor and weary to come 
to Him ; comforts the persecuted pud overburdened ; 
honours the meek and lowly, and is never tired 
of saying that man] should despise earthly trea- 
sures, and gather unto himself heavenly ones ; that 
he should be gentle, and if any one smites him on the 
right cheek, he should ofEer the left, "Who loves 
Me, must leave everything that he possesses, take 
up his Cross, and follow after Me." I ask, Is that a 
religion to appeal to the rich and powerful ? 

The social democrats are unwise when they turn 
aside from Christianity. There is no teaching and 
no law better suited than Christianity to genuine 
workmen and the oppressed; it has already broken 
the yoke of slaves. But if the social democrats 
are not satisfied that it will set them free and place 
them in a position worthy of their best endeavours; if 
they wish to rule and oppress others, their Christianity 
is as Uttle use to them as it is to tyrants. Christianity 
recognizes no master in the sense of the inconsiderate 
wielder of violence. It calls even God the Lord 
Father. And all men are brothers. 

Even the primitive religions of the East preached 
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fraternity and renimdation ; the Spirit of God was 
certainly in them, although they did little to enlighten 
earthly days. They knew not immortal life, and 
therefore to renounce the worth of the temporal was 
too heavy a demand. The truth concerning heart and 
will came to us a thousandfold enriched through 
the poor wandering Rabbi of Galilee. Through 
Hun the word became flesh, in Him the teaching 
was transfonned into flesh and biood ; He lived it, 
He showed how it ought to be hved, and that it 
would become our salvation. Our Saviour is Jesus. 

Who was conceived by the Holy Ghost, Born of the 

Virgin Mary* 

I had a friend in my youth who was a Roman 
Catholic theologian. I again and again disputed with 
him at a time when my friend was already installed 
as pnest, and I — according to the reports of clerical 
newspapers — was a confirmed heretic. We disputed 
concerning the dogma of Mary's Virginity. The 
pnest ought by rights to have broken off the dispute 
with me long before. He often confessed to me, with 
perspiration on his brow, that he would not have ven- 
tured to speak on this subject with an opponent, he 
was only supposed to preach the dogma from the 
pulpit when no one could make any objections, but 
to argue with an anti-Christian was not permitted 
to him. Yet^ because he perceived a drop of religious 
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blood in me, even if it was only inherited from my 
forefathers, he hoped by degrees to convert me. So 
long as he spoke he had no success. When he was 
silent, when I saw this quiet pale man lying on his 
death-bed, a crucihx in his hand, a picture of the 
Annunciation on the wall over his head, I was as good 
as converted. 

A maiden kneels on a stool saying her evening 
prayer. She has taken of! her upper garment, she 
folds her hands meekly, full of ferv^our, she prays 
ardently for the Redeemer whom her people have been 
expecting in vain for thousands of years. Suddenly, 
a youth stands before her, a blossoming lily in his 
hand. He approaches the maiden, greets her, and gives 
her the message that she will bear a son. She replies 

with calmness that it cannot be as she has no husband. 
The youth tells her that the Holy Ghost will beget 
the son, who is therefore the Son of God. That is 
what I read in the picture. And beneath it lay tlie 
dead man who had been such an eloquent defender of 
this article of faith. At one time I often beat my 
hands together, and cried ahiiost angrily : Why 
that ? It is not necessary. It was not in the old 
Christianity, it is not in the Christianity of many 
countries to-day, and the belief in the Son of God 
was there, and still exists. Why, for the sake of an 
arbitrary interpretation of old revelations, bring in a 
dogma that flies in the face of reason, that challenges 
the understanding and criticismi whigh makes belief 
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SO difficult) if not impossible for thinking men ? It 

addb nothing to an explanation of the Diviue Man, 
it only confuses ; it arouses no enthusiasm, no fervour, 
because it is against nature ; it does not further piety, 
nor morals, it leads rather to many doubtful ideas, 
and what is worst in our time, it challenges the mockery 
of the world* And what is the use of that ? 

The good priest Urban refuted these propositions 
excellently in his way, by reference to the sacred and 
ecclesiastical writings. He brought forward every- 
thing, except proof, and when he observed this fact, 
he said there was no proof, men must beheve in it. 
That defeated me, there is much to say against faulty 
proofs, nothing against faith. " If," I remarked once, 
'^you would not attempt to prove such things, you 
would be incontestable." 

Now I was standing beside his coffin and that was 
the most incontestable fact of all. I repented having 
so often excited and vexed this pious faithful soul, 
and I considered that if I had faith in ninety-nine parts 
of religion, why not in the whole hundred ? Every- 
thmg is in.3^tical, and everything is dear. If it is 
described figuratively, must it be taken literally ? 
And if it is meant hterally , may I not interpret it hgura* 
tively ? The maiden had an eager longing for the 
Redeemer, and was filled with an ardent yearning for 
God, she had but one prayer, one desire, one happiness, 
that the Saviour might at length be bom to her people. 
And when the divine message came that she, the humble 
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maiden of the Lord, was the chosen one, her prayer 
rose to the loftiest and most exalted enthusiasm. 

And, behold, tlirough that holy spirit did she conceive. 
Inspired by that spirit, the longing for the Messiah, 
she conceived without sensuality or desire, and she 
remained in her innocence, in her virginity. Purity 
is lost only through the " sin " of sensual lust ; who 
has not that sin remains pure. And in that way did 
Mary conceive by the Holy Ghost, and bear a child 
as a virgin. 

I wished to be a priest. I do not know how it would 

have fared with me in propounding such an interpre- 
tation of the dogma. And yet I was a behever. 
Purity of heart does not depend on physical circum- 
stances but on disposition. I should therefore preach 
with profound and sacred testimony that Mary con- 
ceived without sin, and bore a child as a pure maiden 
— and as I understand this, all the world might well 
agree without need of touching ecclesiastical dogma. 
I can interpret other things in the right way which 
taken literally, are nonsense. What is the purpose of 
man's individual soul but this ? Only people ought 
not to dispute the existence of this soul. 

How great and significant is the Incarnation and its 
message ! The Saviour first saw the light in a stable. 
The rich thrust him out, the poor sought him, scholars 
misunderstood him, princes contended one with another 
on his account after ^his life was over. The wise 
discovered him. 
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The presence of God appeared in human form I 
Had they seen in Him the Saviour at onice. His appear* 
ance would have been superfluous. Whom could He 
have redeemed if all had been redeemed already? The 
work of redemption commenced with His childhood^ 
a chUdliood passed in poverty, begun in the lowHest 
stable. There is no mysticism in this. It is an 
easQy miderstood message for all time, for all people. 

Suffered under Pontius Pilate, was crucifiedy dead. 

How does Pilate, the heathen, come into the Creed ? 
For others who are of great importance la the Ufa of 
Jesus are not there. How comes it that Pilate is 
honoured with an eternal memorial in the sacred 
confession of behef of the Christian faith ? How is it 
that he comes into it ? Because, in contrast, he is the 
original portrait of the errmg, egoistic man, because he 
did the most decisive thing that men could do to make 
the -Prophet divine — ^he caused him to suffer. He 
condemned the most righteous of men to death. 

If Christ had not suffered ! 

Let us suppose that the Roman Governor Pilate 
had heard of his teaching, had been present at the 
Sermon on the Mount, had been pleased by it, and had 
written the foUowii^ to Tiberius : Caesar ! There 
has arisen in the province of Palestine a man who seems 
to me fitted to tame the restless Jewish nation. True, 
he is himself a bom Jew, but he preaches a new doctrine 
which can be turned to our advantage. He preaches 
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weakness and humility to the people, leads them away 
from striving after or demanding things concerned 
with the state or with worldly life, from desire and 
pleasure, while he directs their mind to a hfe beyond 
(in the Kingdom of God He preaches poverty 
and submission, and, nevertheless, the people rush to 
him and are inspired by his teaching, for his personality 
is indescribably attractive. He is named Jesus, the 
Christ. I might give him an influential post, so that 
he might spread his principles further, and bring the 
people back to the submission which we desire. To 
emphasize what I have said, I enclose some of his 
utterances, so that you, great Caesar, etc. 

So wrote Pilate to the Emperor. And he to Pilate : 
Governor of the Province ! We have received your in- 
formation about the people's new prophet with satis- 
faction. If his teaching is really calculated to weaken 
the patriotic dissatisfaction of nations, leaders, and 
scholars, to keep the multitude in check by principles 
of submissive brotherhood, he shall not remain in Jeru- 
salem. Send him to us, we will make him high priest 
of the whole Roman Empire, and he shall have his 
palace in Rome. His doctrine of poverty and submis- 
sion sliall be imparled to all the nations of the earth, 
so that they may be easily led» and our statesmansliip 
shall be honoured. The times are unfavourable, we 
need new prophets. Your affectionate Tiberius. 

And then Christ would have sailed for Rome with 
a large retinue in a stately ship, would have been 
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welcomed by Caesar with all homage, adorned with 
gold and led to a princely palace, where he would have 

begun to exercise his priestly office in dignity and 
splendour. The nations bow before such magnihcencei 
in which they imagine a reflection of divinity ; they 
patiently submit to the misery and slavery, while 
the high priest, always preaching humUity and renun- 
ciation, lives in luxury and power, until at last, very 
aged, he sleeps the quiet sleep of death on silken 
pillows. 

I ask, Is such a Christ conceivable ? No, never. 

He owes His divinity to the fact that He h\ ed His teach- 
ing. That He lived it Hunself and was ready to 
sacrifice Himself and to die for it. Pilate was the in- 
instrument of His divine sufferings and death, and 
therefore he comes into the Creed. 

On the whole what happened to Christ is what 
happens to ail the best men. He was misunderstood 
in part, wilfully xnisjudged in part, despised, accused, 
persecuted, until wounded to the uttermost, and 
finally killed. It seems as if it must be so, in order that 
the true victory may be attained ; for out of suJieiing 
and death the soul springs forth anew and immortal. 
In one thing Christ differs from other companions of 
His fate. He did not defend Himself, He was silent. He 
allowed His deeds to speak for Him. And they spoke 
in eternity. Not so much His miracles. Every one 
who loves the people works miracles. Much more 
did the great sacrifice of His death seal the truth 
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and faith of His teaching for all time. He preached 
sacrifice of self for the sake of one's fellow-men, He 
showed how this was to be accomplished. He might 
have saved His life by disavowing His tcacliing, but 
as He knew that that teaching wotdd make men 
happier and better, He did not disavow it. He pre- 
ferred to die. And His death lias become an eternal 
living example for us, 

A long time ago I was politely asked by a young 
journalist for my opinion concerning the sacrifice of 
the mass. I looked at my young questioner nonplussed, 
and my answer took the form of a questioa : Why 
do you want to know ? ** 

« I should hke to write an article about it for our 
paper,** said the youth. 

"What I think about the sacrifice of the mass 
is to fonn an article^ for your financial Journal. Is 
that what you mean ? ** 

"We have heard that you are a good Catholic, 
and it would have interested our readers." 

*^The sacrifice of the mass in the next column to 
the list of prices, at a penny a line, I suppose ? " 

That irritated the young lion. First, he asked 
if it was true that the priests sold a mass for six- 
pence; then when he already stood at the door, 
which I had gladly opened for him, he said : " I 
would just ask one thing of you, wholly for myself. 
Some say that the sacrifice oi the mass is only a com- 
memoration ; others maintain, on the contrary, that 
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every mass is a real sacrihce oi tlie Cross, at which 
the history of the Passion is actually renewed. Tell 
me, what is your opinion ? " 

''Take care not to stumble/' I said, pointing to 
the door. 

" If the latter is the case," he continued, "it would 
be horrible to permit a mass to be read, to arrange 
the sacrifice, and to assist at it in cold blood." 

But he was already outside. I had strong arms 
at that time. 

This story is not invented. I would have entered 
into conversation on the subject with a serious-minded 
man who, let us say, did not write articles for a hnan- 
cial paper, and should possitdy have expressed my 
ojjinion thus : The sacraments are valueless for the 
sceptic, but extremely precious for the believer. 
Years ago in my book, AUerlei Menschliehes, I spoke 
among other things of mysticism. I asked why the 
modem man had such a horror of mysticism, since 
every one of us is wrapped in mystery ? The world 
is a riddle to us, so are the past and the future ; the 
causes of our desires and their ultimate results are 
mysteries to us. And man is the greatest enigma of 
all. Everything around us, before us, behind us, over 
us, under us, is mysterious. Glaring hghts which 
flame up occasionally, blind us more than they light 
us. If we tuni the mystery into a symbol in order 
to bring it emblematically nearer our heart, to human- 
ise it» explain it, that is the best thing we can do. 
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We do not worship the bread and wine in the Sacra- 
menty but the mystery in the lap of which oar eternal 
fate rests. We remember the divine Love which 
redeemed us, and are happy in the thought. He who 
does not at once understand me in this» need not trouble 
to understand me. Let him quietly leave my opinions 
alone and stick to his own. I desire but one thing of 
him^that heshaU respect my individuality as I respect 
his. I only show the door to him who with imper- 
tinent mockery violates the sanctuary of millions^of his 
-fellow-men. 

I have never seen a pagan or an atheist enter a 
Christian church with head covered, but I have seen 
many who did not bow the head at the most sacred 
moment of the sacrifice of the mass, at the transub- 
stantiation. Why the one and not the other ? If I 
caimot believe in the m3^tery myself, I ought at least 
to respect it as a thing in which there dwells immea- 
surable sanctity for others. When I stand in a dimly- 
lighted comer of the church, and look at the altar 
where the candles solemnly bum, when the incense 
rises slowly like a doud Qf devotion, where the priest 
murmurs silent prayers, and where the belloften calls a 
soundmg sursum corda^ I am forced to remember the 
drama on Golgotha, where we were taught how to 
sacrifice ourselves for humanity. 

This sacrifice is, however, expected by everybody 
to-day. The father devotes his life to his family, 
the Mend pledges himseU for his friend, the patriot 
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makes vast sacrifices for his country, the very heart 
of the world is laid down willingly for the general 

good. Such sacrifices are of great value, they are 
esteemed the highest expression of lofty humanity, 
and heroes are honoured as immortal. Why, then, 
belittle a ceremony which ever brings afresh before 
our eyes in holy mystery the joy^of sacrifice and a 
hero's death ? 

The heathens recognized tlio heroism of sacrifice in 
war, but Christianity does not always agree with such 
sacrifice. On the contrary, it demands daily of each 
liumuii being a meek humihty, a patient fulfilment 
of duties, a loving joy in both great and small acts 
for the good of omr ndghbours. And He who is 
stretched on tlie Cross represents all this to us. 
I Students, wrapped in narrow prejudices, endeavour 
to discover if it was a fact that at the death of Jesus 
the earth trembled and the sun was hidden. Why 
do they need to know ? Did not the hearts of the 
disciples tremble, were not their souls clouded, when 
He died ? And if man trembled, the universe 
would tremble too, and ii he was sunk in gloom, 
the light of all the stars in Heaven must seem to 

be extinguished. And so the miracle in which he 
beheves is performed. If the nuracle is not per- 
fonned for others, still it is for him, and in all 
truth and essence, for he feels it in his innermost soul, 
it is a childish proceeding to wish to correct behef by 
science. Those who know men do not attempt it, only 
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the mechanical scholar endeavours to do so, the 
unintelligent individual, who can conceive of nothing 
beyond the outward crust of day in which he himself 
is enveloped. 

If all Christ's miracles could be proved to be materi- 
ally true — that is, if scientific proof of their performance 
could be brought forward — then the Saviour would 
have been drawn down to the level of merely human 
history. He would have worked the "miracles," 
but any other person might have worked them under 
similar natural conditions, and we should not have 
had a Saviour. He who prefers Christ as a man 
might be content with this ; but he who feels within him- 
self a predisposition to believe in a divine Redeemer, 
he has the right to adhere to his foith and he may be 
called happy. 

He descended into hell ; The third day He rose again 

from the dead. 

This was the only article of the Creed in which I 
could not actually believe in my childhood. The 
resurrection from the dead was self-evident, Our Lord 
God could not be dead. But the descent into hell ! 
Our Lord God's place was in Heaven, and not in hell, 
and I could not believe that the beloved Lord Jesus 
went down into hell. Our old servant Mark gave 
me the following explanation of the fifth artide of 
the Creed : " Jesus did not descend into hell hke 
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Herod or Judas Iscariot, He went tiiere of His own 
free will in order to see the home of the devil for 
Himself. He saw the skin of the extortioner and of 
the cheat pulled oU as fast as it grew. The hair of 
the evildoer was singed and the soles of his feet were 
tickled. The cozener who cheated me about a watch 
had splmters of wood driven under his finger-nails. 
Hans, the glutton, who ate aU the meat himself and 
set the bones before the guests was roasted in pig's fat 
until soaked in it. Chattering Kate had her tongue 
nailed to the tip of her nose. Ah, you laugh, boy, but 
it's not a joke ! The reason why the Lord descended 
into hell, was m order that He might lessen the suffering. 
Then He came up again at once." 

Thus Mark, our old servant, interpreted the story, 
and I beheved what he said for a long time. Later 
when I went to school the catechist upset my ideas 
again. He taught me that Christ, after dying on 
the Cross, did not descend into the actual hell, but 
only into the entrance to hell, where the Jewish 
elders awaited their Messiah. King David was there 
pla)dng sad psalms on the harp, and the wise King 
Solomon, who had sung his great song for a thou* 
sand years, and was falling asleep over it, and 
there sat Joseph, the Egyptian, wrapped in the 
doak which Potiphar had desired to tear from his 
body. Aged Abraham crouched there shaking his 
head and incessantly talking of the stars in the 
heavens, whilst he tried to count the sands of the 



Digitized by Google 



48 MY KINGDOM OF HEAVEN 



sea, like unto which his posterity was numbered. 

There crouched old Noah too, who loved to sip 
wine, but in the garden, deprived of sunlight, the 
grapes never sweetened. In the farthest comer, 
in a cleft of the rocks sat Adam and Eve, who held 
one another in a dose embrace and wept. • • But this 
is childish. The catechist did not represent it in 
this manner. He only said in a few words that 
Christ released His forefathers from darkness, and 
led them to eternal blessedness. That he thus be- 
came the Saviour of the Jews as well as of the 
Christians, and if the Jews refused to recognize Him 
as their Messiah, in spite of the fact that He was 
of their race, they might look around them and 
endeavour to discover a better Saviour elsewhere. 

The Lord, having returned from the forecourt of 
hell, again entered His body which the disciples had 
taken down from the Cross and btuied. And then 
something unique, something extraordinarily great 
happened. The man who had been crucihed, and 
then buried under heavy stones, was seen alive during 
the days that immediately followed. Two women 
saw Him walidng in the garden, two of His disciples 
met Him on the road, and when more of the disciples 
were gathered together in order to discuss the Master's 
death in deepest grief, He appeared suddenly among 
them as He had so often been with them before they 
looked at the death womids m His beautiful, living 

body.,,,- , , . : . 
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Here too» as in every case where something sublime 
may be destroyed, the profane world has used its 
probe in order to dissect faith. People were not 
large-hearted enough to support a great ideal as 
might upon occasion be expected of them. If the 
teaching and deeds of Christ have remained alive 
imtil the present day, and have spread throughout 
the world, and are an active influence with nations 
as with individuals, we may be quite sure that He is 
a living force. If His arm raises up the suffering, 
guides the erring, rules kings, then He lives. And 
if we know that He died and was laid among the dead, 
we see by the unfathomable greatness of His power 
that He must have risen from the dead. We admit that 
Homer, Dante, GaJileo, Columbus, Gutenberg, Goethe, 
are immortal, why should it not be the same with Jesus 
the Christ ? That would be an interpretation suitable 
for the world, but the world will not accept it. People 
occasionally assert the immortality of Napoleon, but 
an assertion as to the immortality of Christ does not 
pass their lips. And yet the behever steps up to 
them and declares : His body also has risen from 
the dead ! 

I have studied a httle natural history, and am 
aware that, according to the laws of nature known 
to us, it is not possible for a dead human body to 
become alive again. And yet I believe in the Resur- 
rection of Christ as a man. Why ? Because I like 
to believe it, because the idea does me good, because 

4 
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it comforts and helps me, because it makes me 
happy. You may be right with your natural histoiy » 

but my thought, my idea, ray belief is also nature, 
and ii my Saviour rose from the dead according to 
my view of nature^ it is no business of yours, and you 

cannot prevent it or make me believe that it did not 
happen ! 

Indeed I have met Him. I have met Him in the 

garden when the flowers sprouted up from the ground. 
I have met Him in the street when a hungry man lay 
there whom I could feed, when a stranger wandered 
there whom I could shelter. And at home sitting 
with my wife and children, in serious conversation 
about the aims of men, or enjoying lighter and m<nne 
cheerful talk, suddenly He was with us. I see Him 
at every hour of the day and night as often as I think 
of Him. He stands before me, tall, in His dark 
blue garment, unadorned, bare-headed, a thin face 
with its youthful beard, the silent eloquent mouth, 
the dark hair smoothly pushed back, and His laige 
blue eyes full of gentle seriousness. I know no one 
better than I know Him. I stand in awe of Him, and 
yet He is to me like a beloved brother,[from whcmi I 
have no secri'ts, to whom 1 go for advice and assistance 
when I do not know how to help myself. I generally 
see Him standing there simply as a man; but when 

I kiy seriously ill, He appeared to me in a shining 
brightness with the Stigmata and the Cross. I use 
the expression. He appeared to me, although it was 
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my imagination that brought Him before me» because 
I longed to see Him. But if the allurements of the 

world with their pleasures and flattery take hold of 
me, if I carelessly hurry down the steep path, then I 
suddenly see Him standing in the background under 
a palm-tree, His mien full of warning. 

And when I lie sleepless in the long nights, the 
ticking of the dock and the beating of my heart the 
only audible sounds— my children, big and little, at 
rest in the adjoining rooms — I cannot be sure that 
one of them may not scream or groan at any minute 

stricken by a sudden attack of mortal illness. Yet 
they slumber peacefully and know nothing of my 
fears. Beneath the heavy press of life with all its 
power of illusion, desire, suliering and misery, they 
slumber sweetly, heedless of the dark future. Then 
I hear His words : Let Me bear the burden, poor 
human father, I am stronger than you ! 

And if on account of these fears for my children 
I myself go astray. . . There have been hours, nay 
even days, when I did not see Him. 

When I left my hard-worked mother, and went 
out into the wide world, was He with me then ? When 
I seemed about to sink into all kinds of dissoluteness 
with some boon companions, was He with me then ? 
When I b^an to turn my thoughts to fame and the 
attractions of wealth, was He with me then ? When 
I began to take pleasure in luxury and enjoyment, 
was He with me then? and is He with me now 
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when I am almost boasting of being so well acquainted 
with Him ? On such matters we should be meekly 

silent. 

I will here insert a letter that came to me irom 
Jerusalem about a year ago, which emphasized the 

fact that the grace of Heaven must first descend 
upon us before we can hope to be on the same terms 
of friendship with the Saviour as with an earthly 

compaiiioa. 

" Dear old fellow, — 

** Last year when we celebrated the Resurrection Mass 
together on Easter Saturday in our favourite Church 
of the Consolation of the Virgin, I never thought that 
to-day I should be at the real and actual place of the 
Passion and the Resurrection. But I must tell you 
at once I was nearer the Saviour at home in our little 
church than I am here. In fact I was repenting 
that I had visited the Holy Land, when to-day I 
experienced a moment that made up a hundred times 
for all disappointments. 

''I promised to spare you the description of the 
journey, as it can be found an3nvhere, and I shall 
also omit the description of my feelings at the entry 
into Jerusalem, and for the reason that it is not worth 
describing. From the/ hour we got into the train at 
Jaffa, I felt strange and queer. When we went from 
the station at Jerusalem up into the town, an inter- 
national crowd of pilgrims and mules, and hotels 
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as modem and vulgar as any on the Riviera, 

greeted us ; I was quite irritated. And when one 
wandered up and down the narrow, noisy alleys 
of the old Hebrew town, and sought in vain in 
Jerusalem for a Calvary such as is seen in all the 
larger towns in St3nia, I was as wretched as if I 
had lost something very dear. The Mount of Calvary 
is not a rocky height such as we represent it, and 
the place of the Crudhxion, which in the time of 
Christ was outside the town, is now covered with a 
crowd of buildings, churches and chapels, so that no 
imagination is strong enough to conjure up the actual 
historical associations of the neighbourhood* The hole 
in which the Cross stood is shown on a block of stone 
in the middle of a gloomy building* When I visited 
the place for the first time, it was littered with news- 
papers and orange peel ; in the absence of the care- 
taker some hungiy and thirsty Itahan or Englishman 
had had his lunch there. In the evening of Easter 
Saturday, at the time when the Resurrection Mass 
is held in our country, I went to the Church of the 
Holy Sepulchre. The crowd and the heat and the 
fumes of thousands of candles and the noise (it was 
probably intended for singing) were so disagreeable 
that it was impossible for me to feel in a devotional 
mood. I visited the Holy Place again in the night, 
still without success. Dervishes were quarrelling over 
a few candles, I believe ; a white-haired Abb^ kneeled 
there and wrung liis hands convulsively, and twisted 
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himself about as if in despair. Perhaps he felt much 
as I did. If we had been able to weep over such 
want of grace, grace would have already been granted. 
But it was all so barren* so empty ! I seemed so 

completely lost, so far from God. And I had come 
for this ? This was the fulfilment of the holiest wish 
of my life ? Afterwards I thought I would go down 
to the Valley of Kedron, but a Turkish sentinel at the 
gate drove me back into the town. So I sought the 
monastery where I had taken up my quarters, and on 
my couch, I said to myself : You are in Jerusalem ! 
You are in the city of David, a stone's throw from 
the place where stood Solomon's Temfde. You are 
in Jerusalem, the scene of the pious dreams of your 
youth, of which you were never tired of reading and 
hearing. Jerusalem* for the sake of whose divine 
mysteries you renounced the world and chose the 
altar I I said all this over to myself, but in my 
heart I felt nothing but grief and despair because I 
was not in tune with my surroundings. 

" I did not neglect to see the rising of the morning 
star, but the town was awake in the early dawn. I 
hastened to get out of tiie city by the Stephen Gate, 
thirsting for soUtude as a hart thirsts for the water- 
brook. On the steep road I met porters and pack* 
horses. The bridge over Kedron was in the possession 
of half a dozen beggars^ among them some, half naked, 
exposing signs of leprosy. One of the beggars thrummed 
a fiddle, dud held ins mouth wide open to receive 
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corns. This queer purse was certainly a safe one, 
espedalfy as the man appeared to have shaxp teeth. 
The other wretches fought amongst themselves for 
the ahns they snatched at, but they left the ilddler 
alone ! The chapel containing the Virgin's grave, 
half built in the rocks, was closed. I walked between 
the olive trees to the Garden of Gethsemane, but here, 
too, the gate was shut. I tried to climb the wall 
with the help of a bush in order to be able to look at 
the place where the Saviour prayed to the Father 
in the agony of death before He was taken prisoner. 
A Turkish sentry dealt me a blow on the back with 
the barrel of his musket. Then I climbed the Mount 
of Olives. It is no easy road, there are only a few 
chance footpaths branching off in many directions 
between the olive and fig trees. There were no people 
here; on the top, a few beggars lounged round the 
Church of the Ascension. The stone on which the 
Saviour left the print of His feet when he ascended 
to Heaven has been removed from the open air, and a 
little church is built above it. Near by are a monas- 
tery and other buildings, so that this place also looks 
different from what it did in the time of Christ. But 
when I turned round, there lay before me a scene 
which is unforgetable. Jerusalem I Jerusalem shining 
golden in the morning sun ; it looked ro3ral indeed I 
If I could have imagined the pruad mosque of Omar, 
which towered up magnificently in the foreground, 
to be Solomon's Temple, then the ancient royal dty 
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lay before me as it might have been m the time of its 

greatest prosperity. But only as regards externals. 
In the background rose the high bare mountains, with 
olive and pine trees thinly scattered about them, and 
a few white villages. No sounds came up from Jerusa- 
lem other than those of bells and the Turkish call to 
j)i lyeis from the minarets. There had been a heavy 
dew in the night, an unusual thing here ; a hght, bluish 
mist lay in the deep valley, still in shadow, that was 
between me and the town. From below I heard the 
whistle of the railway ; it had a muffled sound, hke 
that of a small fog*hom. Between the Valley of 
Hinnom and the so-called Mountain of Bitterness 
rose something like a factory chimney, but it might 
have been a stone pillar. 

I sat there for a long time that Easter moniing 
on the fallen trunk of an olive tree, and looked out, ' 
and waited for the risen Saviour. I was unhappily 
not so fortunate as the women of the tomb, or as the 
disciples on the way to Emmaus, and, my dear friend, 
I was not yet in an Easter mood. Looking eastwards 
from the Mount of Olives you can see a strip of the 
Dead Sea. To-day the whole district was enveloped 
in such a dazzhngly btilhant atmosphere, that I saw 
nothing except a few tall rocks rising from the desert. 

" Feeling very sad I went down to Bethany, where 
the Lord loved to stay. It is a dusty, barren, 
stony little place surrounded by bare mountains. 
But the streets were fairly animated, and presented 
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a true oriental picture with the brown Arabs, water- 
carriers, dervishes and donkeys« I saw here, too, 
foreigners, Europeans, Germans, even a few of my 
travelling companions, but I avoided them. I turned 
back to the dty in the hope of hearing a Roman 
Catholic Mass in the Church of the Holy Sepulchre. 
I thought that what there was to be found of the 
worship of Christ in the Holy Land to-day is brought 
there by Europe**; evei3rthing ancient has gone. As 
I walked over the road in the valley between the 
green Mount of Ohves and the rocky Mountain of 
Bitterness, along which Christ had so often traveled, 
I was suddenly overpowered by a sensation of bhss. 
This was where He had walked ; His foot had touched 
this earth, this very stone ; He saw this mountain 
which I see now ; He rested imder the ancestors of 
these trees. In this place He spoke with His disciples 
. of the Kingdom of God ; here in this balmy air He 
first uttered the sacred words which have since then 
become the Compass by which humanity is guided. • . • 
Greatly moved, I wept aloud, and you vnll believe 
that I knelt in the middle of the road, touched the 
ground with outstretched arms and kissed it. Thus 
was I overcome in a wholly unexpected place, and, 
living or dying, that hour on the road between Bethany 
and Jerusalem is mine for all time. 

"Now I will tell you another experience of this 
Easter expedition. From the ridge wliich joins the 
Mount of Ohves to the Mountain of Bitterness, where 
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an uninterrupted view of the city is gained, the road 
turns steeply down to the Garden of Gethsemane. 
A Hebrew had set up his diinkmg booth under a 
fig tree. I remembered that I had not yet breakfasted, 
sat down on an overturned basket, and asked for 
some led wine. And while I rested and looked at the 
rocky slopes of the city which once were drenched 
with the blood of the Crusaders, a man came from 
the direction of Bethany whose appearance caused 
the blood to rush to my heart. He wore a long dark 
blue cloak which hung in smooth folds and reached 
to the ankles. He was bare-headed and bare-footed ; 
his dark hair was parted in the middle and hung down 
ovCT his neck ; the youthful face was framed in a 
short beard. He walked slowly along the stony 
path, without a stick, one hand in his coat, the other 
resting on his breast ; in short, I tell you this seemed 
the actual figure of the Saviour. When I recovered 

from my surpnse, it seemed to me that drops of 
pexspiration stood on his face, that he was ex- 
hausted. He may be a poor Rabbi, I thought, and I 

invited him by signs to sit down under the tree^ so 
that i might offer hmi some wine. He refused with 
a polite wave of the hand, and went on farther towards 
the Valley of Jehosaphat. My host said in Latin 
that for some days he had seen the man frequently , 
once even riding towards Bethlehem, but he did not 
know him. Very soon lour men carrying a htter 
came down from the ridge and inquired of us in English 
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if we had seen a bare-headed man pass that way, and 

how far in front he was likely to be. Some Germans 
came behind them, one of my travelling companions 
among them, and they knew more about the figure 
so like the Saviour. He was a rich eccentric English- 
man who wished to travel through Palestine after 
the manner of Christ, but took the precaution to have 
a horse led or a litter carried behind him in case of 
need." 

He ascended into Heaven, and sttteth on the right hand 

of God the Father Almighty. 

If this artide had not already a place m the 

confession of faith, I would place it there. When 
ordinary human beings form an idea for themselves 
of how the Saviour ascended into Heaven, what 
else could they imagine than that He was seen 
to be caught up into the blue heights of the Infinite 
which is called Heaven ! Deliverance from the 
misery of this world, the reception into eternity 
by God the Father cannot be more emblematiaaUy 
and simply alluded to. And if faith teaches us that 
the Saviour vanished together with His body, it is 
equivalent to sa3nng, Do not seek Him here In the 
flesh, not in the substance, but seek thy God in the 
light of eternity. 

If He was God and man in one. He must enter Heaven 
as man. And if God is ever3^here, He must be in 
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Heaven. Now that savours of scholasticism. Schoias- 
tidsm, dogmatisiii, have always been abhonent to 

my soul, these " sciences " have always misled men 
in what I understand by rehgion. My God does 
not aiDow Himself to be mathematicany affirmed or 
denied, and a religion that rests on reason rather 
than on the heart, ceases to be a rehgion. 

Why does the Ascension leave as more cold than the 
Nativity or the Resurrection ? It does not appeal 
deeply to the heart of man, it rather fills him 
with sorrow that the Savioor had departed again. 
His Spirit is, of course, otteu with us ; but how would 
it be, if He still walked among ns in the flesh ? 

Shall I teO yon what would probabh occur if Christ 
appeared among us to-day in the flesh ? See how 
He walks in His simple coarse garment, with naked 
feet and bare head between arrogant cyclists and 
cursing coachmen ? He pouits out to the rascals 
the tortures sufEered by the horses, and gets a cut 
with the whip across His shouldeis for his pains. He 
steps calmly through the city streets between men 
wearing frock coats and women in loud and fashion- 
aUe costumes. The people " mock ** at the bare-footed 
Stranger, and street boys run after Him, jeering. 
He partakes food sparingly and they grumble at Him. 
He is President of the Friends of Peace, they scorn 
Him. Full of meekness, He is silent when they 
scofi at Him, but speaks His inspired word for His 
ideaL He speaks at meetings of the people, and 
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wins enthusiastic applause from the crowd. But His 
richer and more distinguished adversaries declare Him 
a dangerous demagogue. Manchester is hostile to 
Him for He preaches poverty and freedom from 
worldly desires. Business men are hostile to Hun, for 
He condemns usurers and Mammon-woxship. The 
soldiers are hostile to Him because He teaches men 
not to defend themselves. The Tones are hostile 
to Him, for He says that all men are brothers* The 
Social Democrats are hostile to Him, for He teaches 
humility, contentment and subordmation. The priests 
are hostile to Him, for He preaches that bargains 
must not be driven in the Temple, that God must be 
prayed to not in Pharisaical outward show, but in 
the spirit and in truth. Learned men are hostile to 
Him, for He works miracles not through science, but 
through love. His adherents are perhaps only insigni- 
ficant people who reverently follow Him, testifying their 
joy in Him, accompanying Him in triumph through the 
cities shouting : " He is the man for ms ! " The press 
declares that this cannot go on, the principles of this 
man are opposed to social order, to the public peace, 
to the safety of the state. Among His adherents 
there is certain to be one who is a preacher also, but 
who thinks he can do better, who modernizes Christ's 
teaching and begins to flatter the people. But he 
does not please the Master's adherents. Thatarouses his 
jealousy, and he informs the Prpphet's enemies where 
and how He may be taken. The Master is caught, 
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and for want of a law to crocify Him, He is condemned 

as a demagogue to a long term of penal servitude. 

That is what would happen to-day if the Saviour 
was on earth in the body. How good it is that He 
ascended into Heaven ! His first Passion and death 
was a blessing for the world ; His second would be a 
curse. 

He sits at the right hand of God, the Father Al- 
mighty. The Father always claims the place of hon- 
our! The Heavenly Father* the Eternal, Almighty, 
gives the place on his right to the Son ; for that Son 
has the Cross with Him. So highly honoured is He 
who was not only God, but also man, who suffered 
and strove on earth, who sacrificed Himself out of 
love for humanity. That man who became God, that 
God who became man, the Father honours more than 
Himself who has been in Heaven since all eternity and 
has never su£^ered• There is scarcely a sentence in 
the Confession of Belief that touches or consoles me 
more than "He sitteth at the right hand of God." 
If the Heavenly Father so glorifies earthly suffering, 
how much more should we ? 

From thence He shall come to judge the quick and 

12ie dead. 

The shoemaker made a very superficial observation 
when he said that he believed in a court of justice 
because the judge of the district made him atone by 
a fine of five gulder for slandering his neighbour, the 
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tailor. But the shoemaker's remark is, in its way, 
profound. The existence oi a court of justice to deal 
mth trifiing offences proves that justice exists. If 

a judge exists for imimp)ortant offences against honour, 
liow could heavier chmes go unpunished ? If the 
tailor bad not complained, the shoemaker would not 
have been judged, and if the heavier crime did not 
come to light, it would not be punished. Where 
there is no accuser, there is no judge. 

Who shaU accuse the evil-doers before Him who 
sits at the right hand oi God? He who sins in 
secret trusts in the death sacrifice of the Lord, and 
prays, thinking he wiU be forgiven; or he practises 
good works, performs certain penances, and thinks 
hie will be forgiven. Will be forgiven ? The Uood 

of the slain cries to Heaven for revenge. So do the 
tears of the oppressed, the curses of the deceived. 
As I imagine God, He will easily pardon the sins of 
men against God, for He must Himself be the accuser, 
and He is too great for that. He who said : Love 
your enemy, do good to them that hate thee I Could 
he severely punish human sins against God to whom 
they do no harm ? No. He will less easily pardon 
the sins of men against each other ; neither he who has 
been offended nor the sinner is the accuser in this case, 
but rather humanity as a whole. Refusal to forgive 
is the sin of n^ against his fellow-man, it is an inten- 
tional and wicked offence, an injury to his neighbour, 
or even to innocent creatures, li the o£[ended persons 
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do not demand judgment and justice, then God Him- 
self must act as the representative of His creatures. 

I once heard the sa3nng from the stage : Every day 
is a day of guilt for us, every day a day also of judg- 
ment ! I have already pointed out in a former treatise 
how reward follows the good» and punishment the 
wicked, that no outward happiness, no splendour 
and no fame can wipe out the inward misery of the 
guilty man ; that only he who has peace of heart is 
happy, and that only the just man has peace of heart. 
Is not that really judgment ? The man of the world, 
desiring much^ soon finds that his pleasures are insipid 
and inadequate really to refresh him. How latterly 
the selfish man feels every pain, how terrified he is 
of death which will deprive him of everything on 
which he set his heart, how despairingly he meets the 
inevitable ! But how calmly and submissively one 
who is at peace with^ felloe-men endures themiseries 
of life, misunderstandings and offences, illness and 
disease ; how calmly he contemplates death, ^t times 
even he may long for it. Is not that judgment ? 
It is God*s judgment upon earth. 

Our Saviour often spoke of the Kingdom of God. 
But did He say where that Kingdom of God, where 
Heaven is ? Must Heaven be outside the natural 
world ? Can it not be in this life, in the human heart ? 

Yes, he whose heart is full of love. 
Though he suffer early and late. 
Still the Kiiigdom oi Heaven is his. 
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And it's not much otherwise with Hell. I siiall 
soon make myself dear. 

I knew a man who poisoned his wife with whom 
he had lived unhappily. He liv^ed for many years 
after the deed/>n his estate in prosperity and respect — 
no one suspected that he was a murderer. He was 
generally irritable, sulky, overbearing, and reserved ; 
people ascribed this to his pride, and esteemed him all 
the more ; sometimes he sought society, and then he 
was boisterously merry, and his hilarious gaiety made 
him doubly welcome. But he could not laugh ; his 
laughing was an unnecessarily loud shrieking. He 
was charitable ; men honoured him and were never 
tired of praising him. Suddenly chance brought his 
crime to light. When at the trial he was confronted 
with the proofs, he did not deny his guilt for a moment, 
but confessed everything without circumlocution or 
sparing himself. He was condemned to twenty years' 
imprisonment. I visited him in prison a few weeks 
after his condemnation. How different he was from 
what I had feared I He was employed in basket- 
making, looked very healthy and fresh, and was as 
cheerful as if he had been the most contented workman 
in the worid. When I was going away, he fell on my 
neck and said : " Peter, you cannot imagine how happy 
I am now. It was a bad time, it could not be worse 
for the damned. The frightful secret in my heart, the 
unceasing watchfulness that it should not be discovered, 
the anxiety day and night, and always the pangs of 

5 
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conscience — like a lost creature, 1 can't express it other- 
wise. Now I suffer my just punishment, and need 
fear no more. I am at one withmyself and my God* 
I can live and work cahiily, sleep calmly, die calmly— 
I am redeemed i " 

I left the man with a sacred feeling of awe. Seldom 
had the justice which prevails in Heaven and on earth, 
and which is so powerfully revealed in the heart of man, 
appeared so dear to me ; sddom was I as consdous 
of it as I was then. It is the judgment of God in 
the human heart. But it is only a temporal judgment 
whidi the unbeliever also undergoes. 

We see further. He who sits at the right hand 
with the Cross will come to judge the quick and the 
dead. Some day when all earthly suns are extinguished* 
when all days are past, when the hie of humanity has 
ended — ^vanished in a frozen world or lost in the 
ashes of a burnt-out star— then things will begin 
anew. 

But what do I understand by the quick and the 
dead ? Will not every one die, and will not every one 

be wakened up again to life and judgment ? Which 
are the quick, which the dead ? I almost imagine 
that by the quick we are to imderstand the lofty- 
mnided ideahsts, the joyous behevers, and among the 
dead will be those who condemn and those who doubt. 
He will in His love judge both sides, and will give 
both what they wish : eternal life to those who joy in 
life* eternal death to those who need death* 
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Eternal light shines for one, let the other rest in 
]>eace ! 

I am convinced that a man whose intentions are 
good, who hves according to the laws ol nature, and 
aocording to the holy commandments (we know them 
all) is not lost, docs not cease to be, that he goes on living 
somewhere, and continues to work towards the imity 
of the whole and his own salvation. Will those who 
were opposed to Providence, who purposely injured 
their fellow-creatures, and degraded themselves — 
will they share in the salvation ardently desired 
by all ? Must they not rather wander restless and 
unredeemed through space and time, until, purihed 
in woful longing, they shall find the Saviour. They 
will find him at last, all who wish to find him. I 
cannot possibly beheve in the eternal torment of hell. 
Not because God is merciful, but because He is just. 

Occasionally I am asked the question : " Why 
does a just almighty God permit the existence of so 
much misery and wrong ? This question savours 
of earthly things, and the answer will be siiiuiar 
in tone : We know that the artist works with con- 
trasts, we cannot have a consciousness of beauty with- 
out being acquainted with ughness. And he who does 
not know pain, cannot be happy. Pleasure alone will 
not lead people to God any more than will pain alone ; 
when the scales balance, the indicator points upwards. 
It might perhaps be otherwise, but it is not, and such 
thoughts calm me, they awake a conception of justice 
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doing 90<id to ooe aiMber ; yet cce ma^ be content ii 
they do each other no hum. 

I ieliiiHL in Holf OoiL 

Cclestin S. was a y^^^ at HnHrhbg, in the 

mountains. He lived with his joux:^ wife in his 
father-in-law's boose like a coounon labourer. Ac- 
cording to a verbal promise made at his daughter's 
marriage, the old man ought long since to have given 
the land over to him, hot he did not do so. It 
pleased him to be the master and to annoy his son- 
in-law v^itL Lis bad moods. And wh^ he achieved 
nothing by bis hostile attitude^ he went down into 
the village, drank himself into a mad anger, and 
returned home raging violently against Colestin, 
and if the yoong man defended himsdf threatened 
to disinherit him* One day the yoong man was 
called out to military service, because he was not r^;is- 
teied on the faim. In order not to be obliged to go 
to far-off Galksa, he and his wife vehemently imqiiored 
the old man to make over the f ann to him with the 
nsual official formalities. But the old man replied : 
I sbaO do nothing of the kind, and yonH ^ killed 



I- 



I BELIEVE 



out in Galida.** Cdlestin was speechless at the thought 

that there should be such wicked people in the world. 
Then he was angry with his wiie because she could not 
influence her father, and deeply embittered, he left his 

home m order to join the soldiers and to renin n fur 
an uncertain period in a foreign land. His bundle in 
his hand, he descended the mountain to the valley, 
and as he passed the miller's big pund, he saw a dark 
body swimming in the water. Was it a dead man ? 
Supposing it was the old farmer who had gone to the 
Village early in the morning and had not yet returned ? 
Had he got drunk and fallen into the mill pond ? Things 
would be all right in that case, for Cokstin would be 
the owner of the farm and no longer a soldier. When 
he looked closer at the object, it was not a human 
body but a rotten tree-trunk that had got loosened from 

the bank. Colestm went on down t\w narrow^ ravine 
full of ill-humour and sadness that he was obhged to 
go, and that he had parted from his wife in anger, for 
she could oi course do nothing agamst the old man's 
obstinacy. When he reached a place still lower down, 
where the footpath led across the ravine, he saw his 
father-in-law lying in the ditch. Tliis time it was really 
he; he was not dead, only sleepmg oft a drunken bout. 
At this moment the following thoughts occurred to the 
young man : supposing the pond above should burst 
through the dam, and the water should pour down and 
diownhim ! He had hved long enough, he had injured 
people enough ! Colestin had never run so quickly as 
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he did then« his feet scarcely touched the stony ground. 
He went up to the dam. He opened the shiice gates 
— one, two, all of them, and the water poured forth. 
Then he hurried ofi. But when he heard the raging 
of the water from the ravine, when he saw the dark, 
hissing waves which were thrown up foaming against 
the locky sides and poured on with gathering 
violence, he began to run again. A man lay below ! 
Was not a man lying in the ditch ? He must be saved 
before the flood reached him ! In order to forestall 
the hunying water, he jumped over roots and stones 
with great leaps, possessed ever by the thought : 

I must save him I " In some places the flood was in 
front of him, in others, where he was able to cut off 
comers, he was in advance. When he reached the 
narrow part he saw the full fury of the waters. He 
jumped into the ditch, dragged the sleeping man out 
of it, and thrust him into safety upon the overhangmg 
rocks. The next minute the raging waters had come 
down and flowed out over the meadows. 

Colestin risked his own life to save that of the 
man he desired to destroy. What had come over 
him so suddenly ? What inspired him to do some- 
thing quite different from what he had intended ? 

Was it love ? Hardly. It was reason, it was 
conscience. It was the Holy Ghost. At least, that 
was how he explained it to me when he told me the 
tale, rejoicing over his victory. 

The Evil One had tempted him for some moments 
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when the thought of murder arose in liis mind. If 
he had often given evil a healing, if he had lesolutely 
shut out good impulses, the Holy Ghost might still 
have been present at the decisive moment, but the 
man would have paid no attention and would have 
become a murderer. 

It is possible that the old man became kinder to 
the man who saved his hf e, and gave him the land ; 
but that is a matter of indifference to us. The import- 
ant thing is that Colestin was suddenly mspured 
with divine suggestion. 

I believe in the Holy Ghost. I have but little 
faith in learned knowledge, but much in the per- 
fonnance of good and worthy deeds. I beUeve 
in the Holy Ghost, divine inspiration, and the im- 
pulse to be faithful and true to all men. That 
was the spirit of God , through which Christ lived, 
and had influence and taught, and which descended 
on the disciples at Whitsuntide, when they were 
gathered together in memory of the Master. Did they 
derive their knowledge of God from books and dogmas ? 
No. Their weak hearts were strengthened and in- 
spired by living intercourse with the Lord and His 
works, and thus fortified, they went boldly out into 
the world in order to preach to the people. 

Whenever I find among men a heart eager for the 
good and beautiful, it is to me a manifestation of 
the Holy Ghost. 

X believe above all in the Holy Ghost manifesting 
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itself in enthusiasm and courage. Buming enthusi- 
asm is divine. Courage to confess personal convictions 
and live according to them is divine. Of course, this 
divine ^e has sometimes led to the diabolical, to 
fanaticism that can raise hecatombs. Ordinary fire 
can destroy houses and towns, but who would extin- 
guish it on that account on earth ? Average men are 
neither hot nor cold; they are lukewarm. The atti- 
tude is a most prudent one, for they can neither bum 
nor freeze. Yet, what a good t hing it is when an ardent 
man arises and enthusiastically confesses his opinion^ 
his conviction, his belief. It does not occur to us to 
wonder if it is the " right " opinion, the speaker's 
burning heart melts the doubts of the audience, 
their souls are set on fire, and error is transmuted 
into truth by the glow of fervent conviction. Thus 
prophets have led nations, apostles have conquered 
the world, not through power, not through knowledge, 
but through their enthusiasm. The most impractical 
idea, preposterous in the eyes of the multitude, directly 
it arouses enthusiasm, will conquer ! No invention, 
no law, no power in the world has accomphshed what 
enthusiasm has done. 

Enthusiasm makes a man true and frank ; it gives 
him courage for an individual existence. Average 
men are not individuals, they lack personality, they 
think like others, speak like others, live like others, 
are a small part of the crowd. And should anything 
out of the common shyly stir in them, they have not 
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the energy to let it come to the surface, lest it might 
lead to inconvenience. Burning enthusiasm for an ideal» 
courage to think for oneself, to live for oneself, 

there is the fighter ready made, the hero, the super- 
human ! 

The fishermen of Galilee became such supermen 

after the Master had sent them the Holy Ghost, or, to 
speak more simply, after the Lord had inspired them 
by His life and death, by His teaching and wise words 
— inspired to the highest rapture of fervent hearts. 
And so it came to pass as we read in the history of 
Christianity. 

Yet, a tongue of fire is not the only symbol of the 
Holy Ghost. The dove is its Christian emblem. 
But the dove signifies humility and peace. Then 
couple humility to enthusiasm, endurance to tlie cour- 
age of personality, and we have the Holy Ghost which 
came from Heaven, and is my light and that of all 
men ! 

The Holy Catholic Church ; the Communion of Saints. 

In Austria and Hungary alone there are half a 

dozen kinds of Christians. Each kind declares that 
its creed is the right one, and each forgives the other 
more or less easily for its erroneous teaching. Their 
disputes almost always rage round subtle dogmas^ 
and the Roman Cathohc is more disliked by the thor- 
oughly satisfied ecclesiastical Lutheran than the 
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heathen or the atheist. Each creed pnxdaims in its 

place of worship, and shouts in the street : I am the 
truth I They are separated in the creed, but they are 
united in Christianity. The Gospel stands for all alike. 
That is my consolation and support. And this is the 
universal Christian Church. 

" Thou art Peter, the Rock, on M^ich I will build 
My Church," That saying of the Saviour does not 
call up an exclusive Church in my mind, any more 
than it did in Christ's. With the full power to bind 
or to loose which Jesus gave, not only to Peter, but 
to all the Apostles, there can be no foundation of an 
earthly hierarchy, because it would be opposed to 
Christ's teadiing about the Kingdom of God. It 
simply means that modification may be made to suit 
the circumstances of the time, that teachers are to be 
sent forth, that arrangements may be made regard- 
ing the clergy of Church communities, etc. Those 
communities, even at that time, differed from each 
other ; but everywhere where the Grospel was preached 
and followed, there was the Christian Church — and 
to-day it is still so. 

If anything can cause a doubt regarding tlie work 
of God, it would be the lack of unity in the creeds, 
the Pharisaical arrangement of sects in Christianity. 
Things have come to such a pass that in one sect 
forms, ceremonies and ritual are considered of first 
importance; Christianity as handed down by the 
Evangelists and the early Christians becomes of second* 
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ary importance. Some time ago I asked the Roman 
GLtholic Church to substitute the Gospel for the Cate- 
chism in the Schools — demand which, on the face of it, 
is sensible. But I was abused by the clerical press 
for this impudent wish. Howevefj I j»tood by my 
demand. 

The Roman Catholic Church shows its univeisahty 
and general miity on account of the fact that its 
Church services are held everywhere in Latin. But 
while by that means it recognizes the homogeneity 
of all nations, it sets up, on the other hand, a barrier 
between itself and every nation which prefers to com- 
mune with God in its own language. The longing 
has often come over me in Church, at the Chris« 
tian festivals, for old German hymns, for I find an 
atmosphere of devotion in those songs. I have more 
than once left a church out of humour and dq>ressed, 
because only Latin songs were sung there— unfamiliar 
music which did not touch my heart, which made of 
the chiux:h that ought to be my Father's house a 
strange and unfamiliar place. 

It would sometimes seem as though the Church 
aimed at stripping Christianity of its popularity. 
Some time ago we had a beautiful, artistically pro- 
duced " Nativity," a dramatic representation of the 
birth of the Saviour, given with the'simple piety so 
heartfelt among the German people. ' The piece was 
performed with great reverence, and edified and deeply 
moved thousands. What happened ? A high dignitary 
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ol the Church forbade the periormance oi that rehgious 
dxama ! What are m to make of sudi conduct ? 
It may be that the clergy are jealous where rehgion 
is concerned, and that they dislike every way of hon- 
ouring God which is not offidaliy provided by the 
Church ! I should have thought that the Church 
would rejoice to see tiie desire for rehgion revive in 
the worid» and that she would endeavour to promote 
a sense of Christianity in secular Ufe outside the House 
of God. The clergy allege that they cannot allow 
sacred things to be profaned. And are not sacred 
things profaned often enough within the Church ? I 
will not go farther into that matter, every one can thmk 
it over for himself. God is eveiywhere, and the worship 
of God is everywhere where hearts are uplifted, and 
ready to do good deeds. There is no official boundary 
to Christianity ! and no obstacles between a people 
and its God. To permit every one to base his beliefs 
on Christ's Sermon on the Mount in his home circle 
and in his own way, that is the ufiwtrsal Christian 
Church which embraces all Christian creeds. 

There is, in fact, nothing to object to regarding the 
differences in forms of worship and Church customs : 
the southerner has one set of needs and ideals, the 
northerner another ; hkewise, the inhabitants of the 
old world and of the new. The masses require a different 
form of worship from that of the educated classes. We 
might as weH decide that the southerner must be dark, 
and the northerner must wear a red beard. They are 
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men and vary. The use of the Chahce or the conse- 
crated wafer is all the same if only the Cross is recog- 
nized. The Cross is the only symbol of religi<m 
that has two anns. It embraces the world, the whole 
of humanity; the words, ''Love one another/* are 
eternally echoed by the Cross* You are all children 
of one Fatiier who is in Heaven. In that sense, the 
universal Christian Church would not merely include 
those who hold Christian creeds, but also Jews, Turks, 
infidels and atheists, believers and sceptics ahke, and 
those who are indifferent — ^in short, all men — ^which 
would be an excellent thing. 

On the other hand, a universal rehgion of Love 
is a mediocre kind of thing. It is easier to love all 
than one. To love the whole of humanity usually 
imphes nothing but a theory, love of one's neigh- 
bour demands practical sacrifice. Let the " whole of 
humanity " be as indifferent to you as you will, only 
be kind to your neighbour. If every one did that, 
we should have an universal Christian Church — ^the 
Kingdom of God upon earth, the communion of saints. 

The cause of humanity places us in communion with 
all men, the Creed brings us into communion with 
past and future. And that is one secret of the power 
of Church ceremonies. Personally, I should find it 
very hard to sever myself from the Roman Catholic 
form of worship, because my parents and forefathers 
knelt at the Roman Catholic altar. I honour the 
mjemory of my ancestors in the Roman Catholic fomx 
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of worship ; I love my mother, my father, in it, for 
they left me this ecclesiastical world as an inheritance. 
For that reason, btit not solely for that reason. The 
power of the heart goes deeper. The aesthetic feeUng, 
too, attracts many to the Roman Catholic Church« 
which offers so much sensuous beauty for the enjo3anent 
of its adherents I A rehgious creed is handed down 
gradually from generation to generation in flesh and 
blood, so that many may feel that to leave it is not 
only unfaithfuhiess to God, but to his own self. I 
have repulsed the desire to leave it whenever it has 
threatened to overcome me. I reverence our priestly 
class with my whole heart, and also their form of 
worship in so to as it inspires men. But I am not 
ashamed frankly to censure certain ecclesiastical 
custon[is or bad habits which ^ve lost their original 
meaning and seem to me injurious because they are 
empty forms. I have had a burning desire, not 
merely brought to life by the spirit of the age, to 
declare my personal disapproval of many things. If 
the Church has not advanced beyond the middle 
ages, the man of modern times cannot be satisfied 
with her. He comes to meet her half-way at least. 
In the seventies it was considered a sign of **good 
breeding to mock at the rehgious customs]jand pious 
views of the people. In a way this was repugnant 
to me. I remember once at an inn when several of 
the more " enhghtened " among tlie guests were making 
fun of a workman because he had decorated the images 
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of the Apostles Peter and Paul in the market place 
mth flowers. Bat the workman understood how to 
reply. " What have our saints to do with you ? 
he said, " as long as we leave yours in peace, Wiiat, 
you say you have none ? Nonsense, you have more 
saints than we have, to whom you erect statues, and 
whose festivals you celebrate. What about Saint 
Goethe for instance. Saint Schopenhauer, Saint Dar- 
win, or even Saint Richard Zimmermann ?^ It*s quite 
right for you to honour them if you please, but leave 
us ours, I beg I " 

It was well put by the man ; he brought the right 
of the Church to honour its saints into the fullest 
light. Not a month passes but modem society, or a 
section of it, favours one of its so-caUed saints with a 
celebration, whether it is Galileo, or Columbus, or 
Hutten, or Hans Sachs, or the Emperor Joseph, or 
Robespierre, or Bismarck, or any other of the greatest 
or smallest who have a place in the records of history. 

I think, too, that the eodesiastiGal belief in the 
intercession of saints has an appropriateness of its own. 

When I, still a peasant boy, left my native moun- 
tains thirty-six years ago in order to go out into the 
wide woild, I knelt before a cross at the roadside, 
on which was a picture of the fourteen intercessory 
saints, and prayed. Suddenly some one laid his hand 
on my head and the old priest of St. Catherine's stood 
behind me. 

i A momiiient tDeethinker of that time. 
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It is goody my son, that you pray/' he said. Now 
tdl me what you prayed for. I should like to know.** 

After some hesitation I confessed to the old man, 
until then my father conlessoFt that I had prayed to 
the fourteen intercessory saints for their intercession 
with God that I might be fortunate out in the world. 

" I see," returned the priest. You want to have 
good fortune out in the world. I quite beheve it of 
you. But tell me, what do you think your good for- 
ttme is to bring you ? '* 

To find out good men, and a just progress." 

"Is that an?" 

" Perhaps also a good income, and a house and — 
and " 

" And a pretty wife, of course,*' added the pnest 
quickly, " and also money and recognition.** 

" I shouldn't mind." 

** Well, my boy, you know what's good." 

** Yes, I know that. If I*d only got on as far as 
that.** 

''And," continued the old man, ''the fourteen 
intercessory saints are to be of service to you ? The 

penitents and martyrs ? Listen to me, my son. 
If you ask the lioly saints for earthly things, they 
will scarcely be able to help you. For they despised 
material property and will not understand how things 
that they considered prejudicial to the soul's salva- 
tion can be of advantage to you. But if you pray 
for the happiness that they themselves sought and 
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found, for courage, humility, contentment, patience, 
for preservation of innocence and a dear consdenoe, 
for love towards God, they will certainly be ready to 

ask God to bestow such gifts and favours on you. 
And, if the saints do not ask it for you, you will obtain 
the gifts yoursdf through your own fervent pmying 

for them.*' 

Thus he spoke. Had he said a word too much ? 
Had he intended to explain to me for my use in the 
enlightened world the secret of the intercession of 
saints ? Namely, that the blessmg of prayer hes in 
the raising of oneself, in the awakening of a strong 
will, in intercourse with the type through whidi impor- 
tant bearers of Christianity inlluence us ! If we 
celebrate a poet or a philosopher we raise ourselves 
through commtmion with his spirit ; if we do honour 
to a great citizen, or inventor, or soldier, we declare 
ourselves in communion with his hfe and deeds, and 
if we lift our hearts to the Christian saints, we enter 
in communion and comradeship with them on our 
journey to God. 

I am not in sympathy with all the figures that the 
Catholic Church presents to us as saints. Many a one 
among them seems to me too much of a self-tormentor, 
and too httle of a Christian. I do not understand 
self-tortiue. It must be intended only as a kind of 
self-discipline, a hardening of the body, a strengthening 
of the will or so forth ; or it must serve as a 
tender sacrifice for the well-being of another. In 

6 
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that case, I consider voluntary injury , bodily pain» 
heroic. 

Other saints of the Church are too intolerant* I find, 

of the other faiths. Any one who opposes the com- 
munity of all men on religious grounds cannot, in 
the long run, fed comfortable in the Kingdom of God. 

All who are of good will and aim m their own way at 
perfection, no matter of what race or iaith they be, 
have, in my opinion, a claim on the communion of 
saints. 

The Forgiveness of Sins. 

The Crucifixion of Christ is explained as a sacrifice 
for the sms of the world, as if the Saviour had taken 
upon Hinoself and atoned for the sins of all who 
believed in that divine sacrifice. People think that 
devout attendance at Mass, fervent receiving of the 
Sacrament, is enough to ensure forgiveness of sins. 
It has heexL said that the sinner cannot atone and be 
redeemed by himself ; it requires the grace of God. 
But the grace of God comes only to him who asks 
for it, and even so quite undeservedly, for it can only 
be obtained through the deserts of Jesus Christ. 

The literal explanation of that teachmg has become 
full of m3^tery. A man prays for grace daily, assists 
every week at the sacrifice of the Mass, confesses and 
communicates ever\^ month — and remains a sinner. 
And on account oi those exercises and devotions 
he takes on himself evil deeds, nay even crimes, his 
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conscience does not it j^ioach him, he is considered 
a good Christian and dies an impenitent sinner. 

The Church does not intend it to mean this, but 
she has the greatest difficulty to establish and interpret 
the above doctrme in a way that shall cause it to 
work for man's moral good, and every one is con- 
vinced that in spite of all means of grace sins will 
only be forgiven if they are personally atoned and 
compensated in every way that is humanly possible* 
In that case, indeed, everything would be easily 
forgiven that could possibly be pardoned, so that a 
special forgiveness would be superfluous. 

There are cases where the teaching of forgiveness 
by grace conceals a large amount of heavenly con- 
solation, where it upiilts a despairing man, where it 
actually is the outcome of Christian iQve. 

Once at a large hunt, a rich landowner, who had 
organized the sport, was accidentally shot ; and 
death came to him on an occasion which ought to 
have been joyous. He did not suffer much pain; 
but there was slow internal haemorrhage. Never- 
theless he trembled and despaired in terrible fashion 
until the priest came to him. Then he knew that 
death had come. The sins he had to confess were 
many and serious. However rich the man was, un- 
justly acquired property could not be restored; 
for those from whom he had taken it were lo^g since 
dead and gone. He had illegitimate children, but 
as he had not acknowledged them they had become 
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outcasts. One of his neighbours, an innocent man> 
had been imprisoned for a year and had died of shame, 
because the landowner had borne false witness against 
him. Not one of these terrible sins could now be 
atoned for. Who can say that he was a specially bad 
man ? He was, like so many among vs, intensely 
selfish. And now when in the presence of the majesty 
of death he felt for how httle he had destroyed the 
nobler part of his humanity, and a terrible light was 
let in on him. The dying man saw eternal damnation 

before him, and writhed m despair. It was ci ;[:)icture 
of indescribable misery ; all present trembled at the 
man's horrible self-accusations^ and many a heart 
nearly broke in pity. Then the priest went up to 
him, administered^the Sacrament, and asked whether 
he repented his evil deeds because of the terror of 
hell, or for some other reason ? 

" Because it w^as so wicked of me," groaned the 
dying man, " because I despise m3^eli indescribably 1 
Because God blessed me with good fortune and property 
and friends, and I have been unworthy ! I have 
been imworthy 1 *' 

The priest laid a hand on his damp brow and said : 
^*My brother in the Lord, you are forgiven. You 
cannot atone for your sins in this world ; but Jesus 
Christ, who died on the Cross, has taken them upon 
Himself, has redeemed you through His precious 
blood. Be at peace, the Saviour receives your soul 
in His grace." 
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When the man was dead, two big tears hung on 
his eyelids. He died weeping for joy. 

The matter might be put thus : If I do nothing to 
wipe out my guilt, nothing to improve my life^ il I 
rdy solely on the after-foigiveness of sins through 
the deserts of Christ then I shall net be forgiven. But 
if I do all that lies in my power to atone for my sins 
and crimes, and it is not enough, then the Redeemer 
will step in and pay the rest of my debt for me, and 
the persons I have injured will have to be satisfied. 

When men have forgiven the misdeeds and crimes, 
then the Lord will cancel the debt. And if, in spite 
of all possible satisfaction, some of the injured persons 
are dissatisfied, the Saviour will speak to the penitent 
through the voice of His good conscience : Come, 
thou art Mine ; I love you again." 

Then again, the Roman CathoUc Church grants 
forgiveness for good works, such as praying, fasting 
and almsgiving. The forgiveness is often assailed 
because those good works, as they are usually taken 
literally appear imimportant. When they are, they 
make devotees and hypocrites. But those good works 
can be taken in a Ingher sense, and then they weai" a 
different aspect. 

By praying I do not understand babbling for hours 
at a time the mechanical invocation of God and the 
saints according to prescribed formulas at stated 
times, often, too, for prescribed purposes. Praying 
means to collect our inward feelings^ to turn our 
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thoughts to eternity, to seek the everlasting truth, 
to have a longing for divinity, to rise to great examples 
in reverence and love, to implore consolation and 
elevation, and especiiilly the favour of being able to 
become purer and morally stronger. 

By fasting I do not understand an occasional giving 
up of meat in order to fill the stomach with fish, eggs, 
and farmaceous food, but moderation and modesty 
in all material pleasures, the setting aside of the joys 
of the srases in favour of an exalted spiritual life. 

By almsgiving I do not imderstand the bestowal 
of coppers on beggars in order to satisfy a sentimental 
pity, and to compound with the conscience of the 
possessor, but personal, active and continuous aid 
to abolish social injustices, to procure work and wages 
for the workman, to find opportunity to assist and 
improve the condition of the unfortunate and degenerate, 
to give proper care to the poor, sick and old, to give 
the lower classes opportunity to educate and ennoble 
themselves, to let them share in the treasures of 
cultured mankind. 

Thus understood, the three good works of praying, 
fasting and almsgiving win a deep significance for 
men, especially at the present time. The Christian 
relation of man to God, to himself and to his neigiibour 
resides in them. And if the Roman Catholic Church 
promises forgiveness of sins for much prajdng, fasting, 
and almsgiving, then a Luther would scarcely reject 
the forgiveness. 
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The Resurrection of the Body. 

In my early youth nothing occupied me more than 
the idea of the Last Day.** On Saturday evening 

we were always gay. We sat round the big table, 
and told our beads» and thought nothing of it ; then 
we ate mushroom soup and bacon salad and lye bread, 
and discussed what pleasures we were to have on 
Sunday. The labourers would then smoke their 
pipes, the maids comb their hair, and at last we all 
went to bed. After we had slept for many boors, 
father would begin to go round the house from one 
dock to another, would look out oi the little windows, 
and not understand what it meant that there was 
no sun, no dawn. It is dark night, and the clocks 
already point to far on m the morning. The stars 
in the sky are not silveiy white as usual, they are 
red like fiery sparks. And the sparks get gradually 
bigger, and shine dimly like torches ; they become 
fiery wheels which scatter ^rks as they turn, and 
come ever nearer, and turn faster, so that trees and 
men throw ghost-like trembling shadows. Some of 
the fiery disks in the sky become so enormous that 
they knock against each other, and enkindle a mighty 
glow in the air. Immense masses of smoke, driven 
by the storm, fill the firmament. There are every- 
where horrid noises of cracking. A raui of sparks 
falls on the earth ; houses, forests, rocks bum ; men 
die in infinite agony. Then all is quiet ; the heavens 
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aie burnt out, the seas are dried up, the whole earth 
is a field of ashes. But there is a sound of trumpets 

in the air ; the charred sods move. Then hands are 
stretched through the chasms and rifts in the ground — 
at first only a few, then more and more, until the vhole 
earth is alive, a human creature come from 3very 
sod : The Dead ! It is clear now that the whole 
earth was one graveyard. There they stand dos- 
together in their shrouds, each terrified of his neigh- 
bour ; they are still more frightened when they see 
acquaintances, or relatives. Many sUp away, and 
would like to crawl under the earth again ; others 
stand and tremble, uncertain what may be going to 
happen. A golden disk like the sun at dawn shines 
down from the sky. A wreath of white cloud appears ; 
it gets bigger, is wafted lower : it is not a cloud, it :s a 
company of white-winged angels, and in their midst 
is the Divine Majesty of Jesus Christ with the Cross. 

The Last Judgment as conceived by the people. 
The Last Day ! 

The First Day I The first day of a new existence. 
Resurrection of the body, says religion ; resurrectiDn 
of the substance, say the scientists. 

The failing of the leaves in autumn is quoted to 
us as an example of perishableness. It is a bad exam- 
ple, for 111 a lew months fresh leaves grow on the tree, 
and there is a new spring which is exactly like former 
ones. The tree perishes after a hundred springs and 
autumns, but new trees spring from its rotten stump 
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and go through theu* series of springs. And man 

sinks into the grave as father, and rises up again as 
the child. 

We may say that everything dies, but also that 

everything is destined to live. lor just as we are 
every day confronted by death, so are we by birth. 
And when the globe is old and powerless, it will only 
rest a little, then change itself and become a new 
hving world in the cosmos. 

The reanimation and lesuirection of the substance 
can be denied by no one. I even go so far as to believe 
in the resurrection of the individual. Whether the 
father lives in the son, whether the apparently perishing 
person finds the consciousness of himself again through 
another mystery — I beheve that this consciousness 
of the ego can perhaps be interrupted, but that it 
cannot be destroyed. 

And if the ego is aware only of the present, but 
cannot remember its past, I beUeve that certain causes 
and effects endure synthetically from one ''Life" 
to the other which uphold and fix the individual. 
And so it may well be that the individual wds to feel 
and bear the consequences of a former life in a later 
one. If a being was perfect in this life, he would be 
even more perfect in another ; if it was a mean hfe 
here, it would be bom again to a mean existence in 
the next life. That belief would be unacceptable 
to creatures of a low type, but is wonderfully con- 
soling to those who strive to become purer and better. 



Digitizea by Google 



90 MY KINGDOM OF HEAVEN 



for it approaches a nob]er» more perfect life — ^it draws 
near to God. And on that road to God there is the 
living, moving, blossoming nature, scattering infinite 
roses on the path of suffering, on the triumphal pro- 
cession. 

And the Life Everlasting. 

Life Everlasting — Hallelujah 1 

But my friend, I hear people say, think of the 
wandering Jew 1 The whole curse of humanity is 
embodied in the man who cannot die ! 

To be unable to die, to have to drag the fearful 
chains of endless memories of crime in a worn-out 
body over the lost life of earth, would indeed be* 
damnation. But to be able to die and yet to rise 
again, to be able to wipe out past epochs through 
death and to ascend higher, to be happier with each 

new life — that is our divine lot. 

And you, my brother, are so tired. You desire 
to sleep for ever, to know nothing of immortality 1 
You ought not to wish that. Lay your body down 
and rest well, and then you will have courage for a 
new flight to Heaven. I see that you have suffered 
much, and that you are wounded and sick ; then be 
glad that it is the eve of a hoUday. And to-morrow 
beneath the bright sunshine there is a new day, and 
a new man with a young heart longing for happiness. 

You say you cannot [imagine that you will exist. 
I cannot imagine that you will not exist. For you 
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are — I am, and therein lies the best proof that I was 
and that I shall be. 

It would be foolishness to think that you only have 
a little piece of life between an eternal past and an 
eternal future. To have had no existence in the 
pasty to have none in the future, only just the few 
years now ! How can that be ? 

To emerge but for a moment from the sea of eternity, 
and snap at flies, with no other destiny* Then indeed 
might a man play practical jokes in the hurry of this 
cursory life, out of which he vanishes for ever without 
any responsibihty. He could venture on a bold game 
with himself and others for everjrthing and for nothing, 
and grow arrogant or destroy as he pleased— tlic more 
the better. But it is not so. If he kills himself, he 
will live again, and the more wicked his conduct, the 
deeper will he live again in damnation in the future. 

Make yourself good, make yourself blessed, for 
you will be. You cannot flee, and death, in which 
you want to hide your old Adam, is only an asylum 
for a short time ; he w ill very soon turn you out, render 
you up to your destiny, to become perfect. You 
cannot escape, and you will continue to suffer, obstin- 
ately hoping, until you repent, and then you will con- 
tmue to strive until you are perfect. 

Man, you mysterious, immortal being ! Do not 
forget that all other creatures move with you in the 
circle of immortality. What you destroy with your 
handy crush with your foot, annihilate with a hostile 
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heart, the scientists beheve that the atoms are in- 
destructible ; the mystics beheve that death is not 
so much a taking away of the soul from the body 
as a disembodying of the soul ; revelation beKeves 
that the beasts are immortal. Keep friends with the 
animals who, like you, must strive upwards ; if they 
now stand a few steps lower than you, take care that 
the Violent whipping you deal your patient horse 
does not cast you down lower than the beast ! Win 
the confidence of all the Uving things of the wide 
world, for you will meet them on your journey through 
eternity, and you and all of us will continue to draw 
nearer until infinite perfection unites us in one 
single blessed existence. 

Who, knowing this, can refrain from weeping for 
joy ? That we are not lost, cannot be lost I That 
we are all with God, some erring, hesitating, doubting 
at His feet, others loving, beheving and hoping on His 
breast. 

And first and last I unite in the holy revelation 
in the joyful confession : 
/ believe in God and the Life Everlasting, Amen. 
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CHRIST ON THE HEATH 



IGH up where the boundaries of two countries 



XX touch stretches the broad tableland. It is 
infinitely lonely, a barren land, an intenninable sea» 
on which the jutting white stones give the illusion of 

cliffs or sailing boats. A stunted pale-coloured grass 
grows on the sandy earth, with dumps of heather, and 
here and there dumps of stunted junipers and pines. 
The Holy Heath, 

No one exactly knows why the district is called the 
Holy Heath. It must be on account of the holy silence 
that pervades it, or 'on account of the violent stonns 
that often break over it like the angry breath of God. 
A little old woman may be seen limping between the 
rocks : and she knows why the heath is holy. More 
years ago than can be reckoned, when the angels 
were building the heavenly Jerusalem, the stones 
they were canying on their heads fell off just here 
on to the earth, and there they still lie to-day. Per- 
haps men might now build a heavenly Zion on earth 
with those stones. They sometimes tiy, but the stones 
are heavy I It might well be that the shepherds who 
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dwell on the heath might leam how to build from 

the angels wlioni the^ often hear siiig in their distress. 

Here and there on the heath are f £ir-stretchuig fur- 
rows in which the pasturing sheep find no grass, but they 
often lie in them at noon and sun themselves. In 
other places on the heath there are basin-shaped holes 
containing pools of water. There the shepherds water 
their sheep and goats. Almost in the centre of the 
barren places there is an oasis. Little boggy meadows 
may he seen» and gardens in which black mould hes 
between the white stones, and where wild fruit trees 
and vegetables grow. They are fenced m by roughly 
l^uilt stone walls. Almost at the upper end of the oasis 
are two enormous rocks, so close together that there is 
only room for the path between them ; they are cube* 
shaped, overgrown with grey moss, and from a distance 
look like cathedral towers. Springs gush from beneath 
one of the rocks, and numerous] cottages stand around, 
thinly scattered over meadow and heath, in which the 
shepherds and peasants live. The houses are built 
of stone, whitewashed, and have flat roofs of small 
shingles. The footpaths which lead from one dwelling 
or stable to another go over uneven ground, and except 
for a few black thorn-bushes, wild fruit trees and firs, all 
is barren. 

Many strangers who come to the heath by chance 
have found a great charm in it. One whom it specially 
pleased took away something of its charm. He erected 

at the lower end ol the village two large buildings, one of 
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wiiich has many chimneys that pour forth smoke the 

whoie^day. Farther on at the side are quarries in which 
the ring of the hammer is unceashigly heard. Many 
years ago a bold man came from the north, and f omided 
hmestone works, and made a broad road in the direction 
from which he had come, and where aiew miles distant 
there are fertile and populous districts. It is^the begin- 
ning of a large kingdom which the heath-dweUers like 
to call the land of their ancestors, because it is said 
that in ancient times their forefathers wandered thence 
to the heath. 

If you ascend one of the big cubical rocks m which 
an Englishman had had steps hewn, and the atmosphere 
is very dear, looking southwards over the heath in the 
far distance a blue jagged range of mountains may 
be seen, behind which hes a district that the heath- 
dwellers call the land of the strangers. A people live 
there whose language no one bom on the Holy Heath 
can understand; they are, however, united to tliem by 
a rough road, by an old behef : by much else that 
they never think of. They do not care to look towards 
the south, they much prefer the north, whence came 
the bold, kindly man, whither the broad road leads, 
and where the fertile populous districts are in the 
land of their ancestors. 

The church stands near the rocks at the edge of the 
settlement on a raised foundation of stones. It is 
surrounded by a circular wall, and is^a light building 
with two aisles and a Mttle pointed tower on the roof. 
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St. Christopher is the patron of the church. He is 
painted on the outside of the wall carrying the Infant 

Jesus across the stream. The village is called Chris- 
topher after the saint, and the people who like to shorten 
everythingand make things comfortable, call it ^Thiist." 
Christ on the heath. The church is not fifty years 
old. It was built on the site of an ancient chapel, and 
was endowed for the heath-dwellers by the Englishman 
who cut the steps in the rock. He spent several 
summers on the quiet heath and there recovered his 
lost health, and out of gratitude did much that is of 
use to the poor settlement to-day. Behind the church 
is the priest's house ; it stands — apparently without 
foundation — on an enormous stony platform, which 
forms an admirable pavement aU round. Pinks, 
pelargoniums and other llowers bloom in the windows 
oi the house ; they are not set there from inside by a 
housekeeper, but are spontaneous ofEennp finom outside. 
For the people of Christopher love the priest. And 
this story was told by the priest. 

It has already been mentioned that away behind the 
blue mountains, the stranger people*' live. Ac- 
cording to the reports of the heath-dwellers the men 
have short legs, big heads, sharp noses and very black 
hair. They are very hard-working and clever, and 
desirous of power, and anxious to trade with the heath 
and to bring them gradually under their sway. The 
clergy of the Roman Catholic Church beyond the 
mountains greatly desired to interest themselves in 
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the lonely heath-dwellers, and to protect them from 
the powerful northern kingdom which had another 
ruler and another belief. The bonds which joined 
the heath to the land beyond the mountains were to 
be increased and strengthened. But the more the 
people [there tried to attract them, the more the in- 
habitants of Christopher strove against them. And 
greatly as they had formerly loved their pnest, his 
pastoral letters no longer pleased them. For they 
always favoured the stranger folk/* and sought to 
introduce the "stranger" language into the choral 
part of the service in the Church of St. Christopher. 
But the pastoral letters came from the bishop, and the 
pnest had to read them from the pulpit. Then most of 
the congregation went out of the door, and only the 
children and old women remained in their places. 
And now the man from the land of their ancestors, 
the wealthy owner of the limestone works, stepped in. 

The inhabitants of Christopher called him ^ the Cap* 
tain^ and for two reasons. First, because his name was 
Hauptmann and second, because they liad appointed 
him Captain. Because he was the most tiiriving 
man in the place, and employed a great many people 
and helped others with advice and acts of kindness, 
because he was wise and charitable, they made him 
the captain of the village, leader and counsdlor, for 
except the tax commissionexs and the recruiting officers 

^ In Gennaa Hauptmann, which is also a common surname. 
* ie« German for captain. 

7 
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from beyond the mountains no one troubled themselves 

about the outlying village on the Holy Heath. The Cap- 
tain quietly lostered a discontent. It began in 
discussions, and deliberations in small circles ; then 
in larger gatherings in the meadow at which every- 
thing was considered and explained* The heath 
shepherds are veiy inquisitive. The stone-breakers 
and resin-scrapers were not less so, for in their loneli- 
ness they learnt nothing ; and so they were also present. 
On Sundays the Captain had horses put to the carriages 
and drove with the elder members of the community 
along the long road to the villages of the outskirts so 
that they might see another kind of social hie, another 
ecclesiastical authority, and another sort of divine 
worship. Those who went once wished to go again, 
and made their neighbours go with them. But 
it became more and more lonely at St. Christopher's, 
and the priest bore a heavy heart to the altar. 

He was an old man over seventy. Hitherto he 
had a round, rosy face under his white hair, his blue 
eyes gazed troeheartedly and goodhumouredly into the 
village and out over the heath. And when the slender 
hgure in the long gown and white neck cloth stood 
in front of the house, they were veiy proud of their 
handsome, good priest. 

The sacristan and his wife looked after the old 
man. And on his account Frau Gertrud was always 
quarrelling with the beggars to whom he gave his 
coats, boots and stockings. Once a joiuneyman's 
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wife begged an old shirt of him foi swaddling clothes. 
The priest was very sorry that he had no old shirts, 
but his housekeeper had lately made a new one — 
would that do ? Gipsies liked to have their children 
baptized by the heath priest because he always pre- 
sented them with a christening gift ; and his house- 
keeper always told him : But, my God, sir, we're 
filling their pockets over and over again. How 
often are these wretches christened I " The pnest 
rejected the suspicion that any one would be repeatedly 
baptized for worldly reasons. But he iinally said, 
** better once too often than not at all.** 

He was like that ; the people often laughed at the 
white-haired child, they sometimes played a little on 
his incredulity, but they loved him. 

And on a sudden all was destroyed. Since the Sun- 
day on which he had had to read from the pulpit a 
specially remarkable order from the authorities — in 
which nothing less was desired than that the heath- 
dwellers should diminish their intercourse with the 
inhabitants of the outennost land, and connect them- 
selves more closely with the people beyond the moun- 
tains — eveiything was lost« 

When the priest crossed the churchyard after the 
service, he noticed how the people drew away from 
him, and he heard a man say to his neighbour: 
" I'd rather be burnt than read that stuff from the 
pulpit." 

When the priest entered his house, the sacristan's . 
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stood at the door of his room iivitfa her hroom» and 

said loudly : " Are you tired, sir ? ** 
" Why, Gertnid ? » 

**0r what's the matter th^? that you can't 

preach any more ! that you read out those things to us !'* 
** But, my good woman ! " exclaimed the priest 

laughing, ^**that was the episcopal pastoral letter. 

Didn't you know that one comes every year ? " 
She shook her head. One hke that did not come 

every year. 

Then the sacristan came out of his room sa3dng 
nothing but "Sir, Sir!" 

The priest asked what they meant by this conduct ? 
Could he disregard his bishop's bidding ? Was not a 
Roman Catholic priest bound to observe the strictest 
obedience ? Had there not been Pastoral Letters 
since the time of the Apostles, and was it not the duty of 
the shepherd of souls in unquiet times to instruct his 
flock ? The Church was not there to separate the 
nations if they could be separated, but much more 
to unite all men in love, in order that there should be 
a shepherd and a flock. 

The sacristan and his wife said they did not wish to 
dispute with a dergymani but they should think then: 
own thoughts. 

The priest, anxious and vexed, walked up and down 
his room for a long time. If he could only speak 
frankly ! He had himself fdt that something was 
expected that was against nature. There had indeed 
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been times when the people had put up with much • 
but supposing they would not put up with things* then — 
but a Roman Catholic priest should not think so 
broadly. He must not think, he must pray. But his 
thoughts could not be stifled, and he struck his hand 
against his breast : " Be silent, old shepherd ! Are 
those things for a priest's jubilee ? " And instead of 
praying, he went on thinking : " You cannot have 
done so very much for your Church or your jubilee 
would scarcely find you on the heath. Or were you too 
stupid ? Be comforted, you white-haired boy, it won't 
last much longer* 

But before what the good man thou^t would happen, 
did happen, he was to have a very strange experience. 
m * m m 

One day, when the priest returned from visiting a 
sick parishioner, five men were standing on the pave- 
ment in front of his house. They were the elders of 
the congregation, the Captain at their head. They 
wore their Sunday clothes, and bore themselves 
with solemn ceremony. The priest thought he knew 
why they had come. He had heard a rumour 
that something was to be done to celebrate his 
jubilee. And he knew what had to be said. The 
congregation of Christopher had hitherto only cele- 
brated festivals to God and His beloved saints. He 
did not put himself on that level. But if they wished 
to do something to give him pleasure on the occasion 
of his flfty years' pastorate^ they might give a good 
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dinner and a warm garment to the three poor sick 
wretches who starved and froze on the heath. The 
old man politely invited his visitors to go into the house 
with him ; they were all embarrassed and the Captain 
disputed with the priest as to who should go first. 
Each wished the others to have the honour until 
the priest exclaimed, laughing : " Well, are the heath 
peasants now so domineering ? Then must I in God's 
name play the discourteous peasant," and entered first. 
As he went up the steps he felt suddenly a weight on his 

heart : Now you've certainly offended the Captain. 
He's no peasant, he's a rich hme-bumer. But he 
saw no way of making good his unconsidered speech. 
The Captain who, however, betrayed no annoyance, 
was rather formal and embarrassed. 

They stood in the room before the priest and cleared 
their throats. They would not sit down [or put down 
their hats. The Captain stood in front and \viped his 
face with his handkerchief. The hues in his forehead lay 
in long furrows. 

" Reverend Sir ! " he began at last, we come to- 
day on a matter of importance which — I think— 
ought not greatly to surprise your reverence. You 
have yourself seen what is going on, I must tell you 
at once that nothing is farther from the minds of 
the congregation than putting the responsibility on 
their priest, because they know that he dares not act in 
accordance with his good heart, that he is compelled 
to obey the authoiities^ and they think that he himself . 
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is suffering tinder ihem. Now the state of things 

is this : We can no longer reconcile it with our conscience 
to belong to a Church which often demands too much 
of the reason with which God has endowed man, which 
in these times does not recognize the rights of the 

people, which has in .its latest decree struck us a 
blow in the face. We are commissioned to inform your 
reverence that the congregation of Christopher, with 

very few exceptions, has left the Roman Catiioiic 
Church." 

His breath ahnost forsook him during this speech. 
Then, his hand trembling, he drew a paper from his 
pocket. " Here is the announcement with the signa- 
tures. Eveiything is already put before the secular 
authorities." 

It was strange how quietly the old priest stood there ! 
He had only put his hand behind him to feel for the « 
comer of the table, and thus supporting himself stood 
motionless as a pillar. The ruddy colour left his face. 
As he said nothing, the Captain' who had put the docu- 
ment on the table^ added : We beg you to believe, sir, 
that you have our sincere respect, 

Then the old man said : " To experience this 
day . . He turned and added : I never ex- 
pected that." And after a pause : Let God^s will 
be done.** 

He was tottering towards the next room when the 
Captain seized the priest's right hand with both his. 
It was as cold as stone. 
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** Sir, don't go away. Nothing in my life has ever 
been so hard as this commission. We know how dose 

are the relations between you and us, the heath-dwellers. 
With respect to our priest we can indeed say that there 
never was a better shepherd. We cannot imagine to 
ourselves what it would mean to lose you. yWhat 
would the poor on the heath do if no father went 
round and brought them bread ! Who would reconcile 
the quarrymen and the shepherds ? We can scarcely 
realize that the Gospel could be preached to us on the 
heath by any but the faithful man who has proved to us 
in his life and acts that he is at heart an evangelical 
Christian. Sir, stay with us ! " 

The other four came closer and said : " We implore 
you, most reverend priest, stay with us, stay with us I 

The priest got red in the face, his white bushy eye- 
brows stood on end, he excladmed loudly and shrilly : 
" How can I stay with 3^u, if you have all become 
renegades I " 

" We have not become renegades," said the Captain, 
'*our confession brings us back to you. Not to 
that which you say but rather to what you teach 
by your personal example. It is many years ago, 
but the people still speak of it, that you were offered 
a rich benefice beyond the mountains. But you 
decided for the heath, and to remain poor among 
the people to whom you belonged rather than to be 
rich among strangers." 

My God, yes I " said the priest, " and I've never 
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regretted it. Because I always thought I could 
strengthen and raise this congregation in Christianity.*' 
You have done so/' said the Captain qnickly. 
" Other communities remain in their ignui aiice br ( ause 
they are indifEerent^ because they consider it superfluous 
to decide -whether one form of bdief is worth more to 

them than another. Wc sliould have become just the 
same if your example had not given us strength, the 
evangelicalstrength, toconfess frankly pureChristianity. 
I need only remind yon of the wandering mechanic 
who two years ago was iound dying up among the 
rocks." 

"I know how it was»'* interrupted the sacristan, 

stepping forward. " The man came from Nuremberg 
where they are Lutherans. The shepherds iound 
him, and he said he must die, for blood streamed 
from his mouth. He asked for Christian consolation. 
When the priest came in his cope, the man was terri- 
fied and whined : ' No, no, I will remain a Protestant ? ' 
* But so you shaU,' said the priest kindly, and he com- 
forted him so well out of the Gospel, that the poor 
man departed with tears of joy in his eyes. He was 
buried in our churchyard and the burial service read 
over him." 

"Yes, that is exactly what happened," the others 
confirmed. But the priest made a gesture of d^ual 
with his hands : " That is just what I have to re- 
proach myself with, that I was too lax, that I yielded 
too much to my personal inclinations. Now the fruit 
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is ripe, and I acjcnowledge my error which God may 
£oc]give; bat the Church will never foi^ve.** 

"We can easily believe," said the Captain, "that 
you will be made to pay bitterly for your Christian 
large-heartedness. They will have no more confidence 
In you, and they will not give you another sphere of 
activity, and no one can supply your place here. So 
stay with us. We followed your example in Christian 
intention, now follow ours. Be what you have long 
been, long before we were so — an evangeUcal Christian. 
And remain our pastor." 

"Remain our pastor/' they all exdaimed, and 
folded their hands. When he tried to escape, they held 
him by the coat, and exclaimed imploringly, longingly : 
"Our pastcn:! we cannot let him go.** 

A crowd of people had assembled in front of the 
priest's house by this time, and when they heard the 
shouting inside, pressed in at the door and cried also : 
" The priest must stay with us 1 He must become 
evangelical too ! He must stay with us ! '* 

In the excitement some one rang the church bells, 
and they seemed to call also: "Stay-— here. Stay 
—here." 

At last it grew quieter, and they waited for an 
answer. The priest wiped the perspiration from his 
brow. He looked at the people with the saddest 
expression and said : " Dear children, what do you 
want of mei ? At a time when it is my duty to make 
you realise your error, shall I be guilty of treason ? 
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Standing on the edge of the grave shall I break my 
oath ? How can you possibly impute such a thing 
to me after you have said that I taught you the truth ? 
I will not tell you now what you deserve to hear. I 
understand the suffering but not the disputing Church. 
I accuse myself as a bad shepherd who has lost the 
flock entrusted to him.*' 

" No, you must not speak like that," exclaimed 
several of them, " we must have your blessmg m this 
important matter . . . They desired quite re- 
belliously that he, the Roman Catholic priest, should 
bless their entry into the Evangelical Church ! He 
would have smiled at the notion had he not felt so 
inexpressibly sad. 

*• What can there be as blessing ? ** stammered the 
old man at last. "I wish you only good • • . only 
good. • • 

He could say no more, his throat seemed closed 
up. He turned to the window and drew the white 
curtain backvrards and forwards as if desirous of 
shutting out the sun. One of them went up to him — 
and then drew back. And he whispered to theothers, 
" He is weeping." 

Then they went out sbwly, one after the other, 
stood about in groups for a time in the street, and at 
length separated and went home. The wife of the 
resingatherer asked her husband on his return : Vilhesre 
have you been?" and the man answered, ^*At a 
luneraL" 
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When the old priest was alone in his room, he sank 

half fainting into the big leather armchair, and sat 
there rigid. He folded his hands in his lap and sat 
on without moving. The bells were ringing from the 
little tower, and it seemed as if they called to him : 
*' Come — come — come." Yes, that's it, he will go to 
his beloved church, there he is at home. He will 
kneel before the Virgm, and tell her all. She had 
always been his consoler whenever in loneliness of 
heart he had despaired utterly. 

The altar of the Virgin stood in the right aisle of 
the church. It was a kind oi separate chapel. By 
the light of a red hanging lamp, aU sorts of sacri&cial 
images, flowers and wreaths made of coloured paper 
could be seen on the wall in the semi-darkness. The 
statue, the image of the Virgin, stood over the altar 
in a niche surrounded by numerous candles. The 
figure was of the size of a three-year-old child, and was 
clothed in a bell-shaped, wide-spreading red shk cloak, 
edged with gold frillings. Only the hand that held 
the sceptre and the dark brown face could be seen 
of the statue itself. A glittering double crown, as a 
sign that Mary was Queen of Heaven and of earth, 
was set on her head, and flaxen hair hung down on 
each side. The statue had come from the old chapel. 
Time and faith had lent it great holiness. 

The priest walked through the church, bowed before 
the high altar where a large cmdflx hung over the 
tabernacle, and turned into the aisle in order to visit 
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his intercessor. He saw something moving high up 
by the statue. A man stood on the altar table doing 
something to the image. It wasIsidor» the shepherd, 
the possessor of many sheep, who carried on a trade 

in wool, and was a patron of the Church. 

" Isidor," said the priest, ''is that you ? what are 
you doing up there ? " 

The shepherd, a lean, wrinkled man, did not stand 
on ceremony. He was undressing the Virgin. He said 
to the priest in answer : " I presented a silken cloak 
to this figure. But it's only a figure, aiid so it's idol 
worship.'* 

Are you one of the converts ? " asked the priest 
"Yes, IVe signed, of course. We've all signed. 

And I'm making up for my past foolishness." 

When he had unfastened the red garment, he folded 
it carefully, put it in the pocket of his rough woollen 
coat, and went off whistling. The priest stood dazed 
before the naked statue. It was no longer beautiful. 
It was a seated, ill-carved wooden figure, black with 
dirt, so that the golden crown was sadly out of place. 

The old man merely said : " Oh ! Oh ! Oh ! and 
continued standing there. In face of the mischief 
he could not pray. He gazed upwards, pressing his 
hands against his heaving breast . . . Isidor, the 
shepherd, went to the neighbours and told them 
what he had done, so that they might see how earnest 
he was in adopting the new faith. And he never 
guessed how he had hurt the priest. 
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The priest celebrated mass as usual on the days 

that followed. The sacristan, who had alvvci\ s assisted 
him at the altar, was gentler than usual, but he let 
it be seen that although he gave his services vdUingly, 
they were only temporary. He put fresh candles, 
but would no longer swing the censer. The church 
was ahnost empty. An old woman or two kneeled, 
and told theb beads. 

The priest wrote to the ecclesiastical authorities, 
sent them the document relating to the withdrawal, 
told them everything, and accused himself* He had 
nothing of importance to reproach himself for in his 
conduct, but he had certainly shown too httle energy 
in ecclesiastical matters. He had also been too luke- 
warm in the sacrifice of the mass, in administering 
the sacraments and so forth. He had even occasion- 
ally allowed his thoughts to wander towards worldly 
things during divme service, and therefore much had 
been performed mechanically. If the corign-gation 
goes the wrong way it is primarily the fault of the priest 
who should protect and guide it. And when a mis- 
fortune of this kind happens, the priest*s incapacity 
is laid open to the light of day. He begged to be 
summoned, and to be told his punishment. 

After a while the post brought the answer from the 
ecclesiastical authorities. It was less severe than the 
priest had expected. It was composed by one of the 
canons who had formerly been friendly towards him. 
He wrote that an examination would shortly be made 
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into the unhappy business at Christopher. The con- 
gregation made a great mistake if they thought they 
could so unceremoniously renounce the Roman. 
Catholic Church. The point of view would soon be 
made clear to them. The document went on to state 
that eveiywhere the Roman Catholic Church was 
assailed by violent storm, that people were incited 
to leave it, and that the fault lay less with the priest, 
although many did fail in their duty, than with the 
unchristian, ^leethinking spuit of the age. Finally 
the old mail was advised to retire into a clerical asylum. 
The last sentence drew a sigh from the old man. 

Meanwhile on the heath they were discussing how 
the Church of Christopher had been partly founded 
by the congregation, and partly largely endowed by 
the Englishman who had once spent several summers 
on the holy heath, and there recovered his health. 
The other side could make no claim to the church or 
to the priest's house, they were entirely the property 
of the congi^ation, so that it had the right of instal- 
ling a pastor there at any moment. 

One day the Captain paid the priest a visit. The 
old man sat on a bench by the churchyard wall. The 
Captain remarked that the evening was goo1» and that 
the priest was wearing only a thin coat. 

"Thank you, thank you," replied the old man 
almost cheerfully, " I'm always warm, always warm ! 
The truth was that a few days before he had given 
his warm coat to a brawling beggar,*' as his house- 



Digitized by Google 



m MY KINGDOM OF HEAVEN 



keeper put it. The Captain sat down by him, and 
after a long conversation on various matters, asked 
the priest if be had any wishes to tell them to him m 
confidence. 

" I have no wishes, honoured sir," repUed the 
priest ; but I would ask a great favour of you. The 
house here, as you see, is not in the best of order, and 

I should like a few weeks' grace, so that I may improve 
its condition a little. The mason has promised to 
come to-morrow, but there's always a bother with 
locksmiths and glaziers, even when they are to be 
had. But with time everything shall be properly 
repaired.'' 

" But, sh-, what are you thinking of ? " exclaimed 

the Captain, ' ' that's the congregation's business, I shall 
look after that. You had better tell me your wishes 
with regard to the rooms you'd like to keep for ytKJX" 
self. I think the big one on the sunny side with the 
open view of heath and slgr. Heath and slq^ are the 
most beautiful things we have here, arai't they ? 

" Heath and heaven, yes, yes, they are indeed beauti- 
ful," said the priest, and added, sadly reflecting, " the 
one I've had long enough— the other I must fiist 
deserve." 

The Captain seized the priest's hand. " It pains me 
to see you so sad. Of course it cannot be otherwise. 
£ver3rthing is ordered according to a higher decree, 
and hearts must break." 

"Very true, sir. It is God's will." 
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I too have suffered/' said the Captain. I should 

like to tell you, but we must move about a little." 

They got up and walked over the grass round and 
round the church. 

"We evangelicals,'* said the Captain, "sometimes 
feel the need of confession, especially when you are 
placed in a position of unintentionally hurting any 
one. Under such circumstances a man likes to justify 
himself. I am in that position towards you." 

" You are doubtless acting according to your con- 
science," returned the priest. 

** Yes, but until you are at one with your conscience ! 
Many people are without one for a long time, or they 
have a false one. You would hardly beheve how 
heavily questions of conscience have weighed on the 
simple man of business during the whole of his life. 
Things are better now, I lead a happy domestic life, 
my undertakings prosper, and I am so much respected 
that people call me king of the heath. And yet there 
are times when I envy you." 

** Me ? " asked the old man eagerly, almost merrily. 

** For your peace of heart. I've been through bad 
times for the sake of that precious thing. I come — 
you must know-<-of a well-to-do family in Franconia. 
My youth was such that at'thirty years of age I thought 
my disgust with the world must kill me. In accord- 
ance with my father's wish I should have taken over 
his pottery works, but a sort of madness drew me away 
in search of something, I knew not what. How stupid 

8 
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and even comic it was that I sought it through the 

whole world, till at last it became clear to me in a 
barren lonely district that my wanderings were, so to 
speak, only a chase after the eternal truth ; the lonely 
district was this heath. I found cahnness and peace 
in this serious aspect of nature, and I determined to 
settle here. In order to have something to occupy 
me, I erected the lime works. I had gained some 
knowledge of that industry in my father's business. 
As you know, I built myself a house and manied the 
shepherd's daughter. But business and love did not 
fill my heart, and I was again attacked by restlessness, 
hunger for truth. Have you ever heard of that 
disease ? To ransack all philosophies, all religions until 
you become a confirmed athdst. Then you are indeed 
building on sand. Now a man with whom I had been 
corresponding sent me a book. It was an . entire 
novelty for me : the Bible. I had always lived in the 
belief that I knew the Gospel ; it was impressed on 
me as a boy, it*s the basis of our view of the world. 
And as I read the book on the quiet heath, you must 
know, sir, that a totally different Christ rose up 
before me, entirely unlike the vague figure presented 
by imcomprehended religious instruction — a strong, 
active, joyful Christ, a man with whom you could 
live in the closest friendship. Just as I live in body 
and soul, so had He hved. In the letter many things 
seemed to me contradictory, but in life they were proved 
correct. I found my destiny as a man, my relation to 
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my fellow-men, my faith, and my trust in the Heavenly 
Father. The solitude of the heath taught me to 
understand the Gospd, and the poor heath-dwellers 
helped to prove its truth; that is, you know, sir» 
what stood between us according to our conviction. 
So I began to encourage the people, held evangelical 
evenings. With all that followed you are acquainted. 
I regard what has happened as the hfe-task laid on me 
by God ; but you cannot fail to see in me the wolf 
who has destroyed the flock." 

The old man made a gesture of denial. He took a 
deep breath as if about to speak, but remained silent. 

The Captain stood still, looked a£Eectionately into 
the priest's sad eyes, and held out both his hands. 

The priest said softly : " It is God's will," and gave 
him his right hand. 

I do not relinquish the hope that we shall come 
to understand each other better." 

" We understand each other — we understand each 
other," the priest assured him. 

Then you will feel yourself at home here as before," 
said the Captdiii , " we all reverence you as our patri- 
arch. Nothing can happen to hurt your convictions. 
The pastor, whom we expect shortly, will observe all 
respect." 

" I know it, I know it," said the old man, who had, 
as it were, retired more and more into himself during 
the conversation. The Captain was so glad to have 

eased his heart that he did not notice that each of his 
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words must of necessity separate him more and more 
from the old priest, who heard in them the reminder : 
Priest, you belong to us no more. A few days after 
this visit, two envoys arrived from the ecclesiastical 
authorities. They had a long interview with the 
priest, and then paid a visit of ceremony to the Cap- 
tain. He invited them to dinner, but they could not 
accept on account of the journry that lay before 
them. They saw that there was nothing more for 
them to do in this village. After packing up all sorts 
of documents, and removing the tabernacle from the 
high altar, they went on their way. They advised 
the priest to go in person to the bishop, and make 
his defence. 

The old man went about lonely, and knew not what 
it would be best to do. 

His house was full of life. Masons at the walls, 
tilers on the roof, locksmiths at the doors, glaziers at 
the windows, carpenters on the floors, ironmongers 
at the stoves. The priest recognized how terribly 
out of repair his dwelling must have been. He had 
never thought about it, neither had the congregation. 
• * ♦ * « 

One evening the old man walked through the village. 
He stopped before some of the houses, but did not go 
in. Children driving the sheep home kissed his hand. 
He laid it on their heads and said : God be with 
you." Then he went on farther. The church stood 
out against the golden evenmg sky; the swallows 
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circled round the steep roof. He went up the steps ; 
but the door was locked. With baied head he stood 
before it for a long time. Thai he walked through the 
churchyard. He stopped to look at certain mounds. 
For twenty-three yeais he had sent ail those buried 
here to the grave with the peace of God. 

The housekeeper called from the house : " Where 
are you, sir ? Are you not hungry ? *' 

tie went in and ate his supper of bread and milk. 
When he had finished he took a small hand-portman- 
teau, that he had used formerly for short joumej^, out 
of the cupboard. It was covered with striped canvas 
and w<mi at the comers. He placed all his property 
in it, and shut it firmly. Then he put on his mountain 
boots, the light black woollen coat, the broad-rinuned 
fdt hat, and took his stick. He sat by the open 
window, and gazed out into the warm summer night. 

All was quiet in the village. The big cubical rock 
stood out like a tall black plinth against the back- 
ground of the pale sky. The moon had risen behind 
it. Now was the time. The old man took his hat, 
portmanteau and stick and crept out. As he did not 
understand the art of slinking away, he knocked up 
against a lime cask in the dark porch. His stick fell 
from his hand and clattered down the steps. But 
the sacristan and his wife did not hear. Quicker 
than he had walked for years he hurried through the 
little garden, on between the fences and the cottages 
towards the gentle ascent. Behind the hill he saw a 
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light. It came irom the cottage of old Tobias, who had 
been dying for some days past. The priest had gone 
to see him yesterday, but he would not' receive the 
sacrament. Tobias, too, had forsaken the faith of 
his fathers, and his peace of soul was so great that 
repentance coold not be hoped for. That was incom- 
prehensible to the old priest. He felt as if he must 
visit the sick man again, give him absolution and 
administer the last sacrament. No, he had no longer 
any right to do that. He must go away from them all, 
secretly, without farewell, because he feared to suc- 
cumb under the farewell. He had become a stranger 
among his own people on the Holy Heath, and had to 
seek a refuge beyond the mountains — among strangers. 
Out by the last bam was the pillar with the picture 
of St. Christopher, llie priest' stood there quietly 
for a while. The procession had always gone as far 
as that pillar on Corpus Christi day. They had accom- 
panied the Host with candles, wreaths and banners, 
with joyful bells, and praying hearts. It was a wor- 
ship of God with which everything was united that 
the inhabitants could summon of beauty, splendour, 
and gladness of heart. Now that was all over— over for 
him and for them — and for ever. Oh, Holy Heath, 
how poor thou art become . . . ! Once more the 
priest looked back at the roofs of the village shimmering 
in the moonlight, the rocks rising up from them like 
two dark cathedral towers. And then he went on. 
He did not take the narrow footpath which led to 
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the mountains, he wandered westwards along the 
roiigk stony road. Only the bare rock was to be seen, 
which was here and there overgrown with briars. The 
wa3^arer often stopped for a little, and changed the 
portmanteau horn one hand to the other. The longer 
he went on, [the more often he did this. Occasion- 
ally he took his hat off, and wiped his head and face 
with his handkerchief. The air was close. The moon 
was high, and the white stones scattered at wide inter- 
vals over the heath looked like tombstones in an 
immense graveyard. Dark patches of cloud had come 
up in the western sky and extinguished the pale stars. 
A red reflection glowed in the clouds. It must have 
been midnight, the moon stood so high and the shadow 
was so short that glided at the wayfarer's feet. He 
rested at length on a broad flat stone, one of those 
which lay here and there on the ground between the 
sand and the brushwood. He sat down, his hands 
supported on his stick and gazed at the lifeless 
solitude. He looked back over his life that had begun 
poor in a mountain hut, and had suffered so fatal a 
shipwreck in tliis desert. His honest wits, his patient 
self-denial had all been of no avail. 

The moon was no longer bright ; it had assumed 
a milky tinge. It was warm, still and peaceful. The 
old man stretched himself on the fiat stone and laid 
his head on his little portmanteau. 

At the same time a belated carriage rolled along 
the road; there was a horse, a coachman and an 
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occupant. The last seemed to be a youngish man, 

who often turned his head to observe the sky, in which 
the lightning became more continuous and vivid. 
Perhaps he was a little anxious, the carriage was an 
open one. The heath was so unfamiliar, so extra- 
ordinarily barren — ^he had never seen a district like 
it before. The coachman had to assure him several 
times that they were on the right road to Christopher. 

Then the occupant of the carriage pulled the coach- 
man's coat-tail as if it was a bell-rope ; he wanted 
to stop. It seemed to him, if the moonlight was not 
deceiving him, that a man lay by the side of the road. 
And so the traveller found our old priest. He was 
fast asleep and could hardly be roused. When he 
was violently shaken by the shoulders, he pulled him- 
self together, grasped his portmanteau and stick, and 
wanted to go on. 

The traveller held him back, and asked where he 
was going in the night ? 

" I'U be aU right directly, I'll be ail right dizecUy,'' 
said the old man hoarsely, sleepily. 

" How could you sleep here with the storm coming 
on?" 

" I'll be all right diiectly,** repeated the old man. 

**Holy Mother Anne,'* suddenly exclaimed the 
coachman, it's our priest, our old priest I " 

The traveller understood in a moment. 

"What, sir, you were going away and at such a 
time ? or have you lost your way ? " he asked. 
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Lost my way, lost my way," stammered the old 
man. 

Get into the carriage with me.'* 
"Thank you very much, very much indeed," 

answered the priest* "Are you going across the 
mountains too ? " 

The rumbling in the sky, violent gusts of wind, and 
heavy drops of rain helped the traveller in deciding 
the old man to enter the carnage. The portmanteau 
at his feet, and his stick in his hand, as if he was still 
walking, the old man cowered down in a comer of the 
carriage. He allowed the stranger to wrap his own 
cloak round him when the storm actually broke forth, 
and then he fell asleep again. The flashes of lightning 
made it possible for the traveller to look at his guest. 
The coachman might almost have said: "It's not 
he I His cheeks had fallen in, his thick hair was 
unkempt, his beard uncared for. The white neck- 
cloth was loosened at one side» but there was no doubt 
that it was the priest. The storm whistled in the air, 
and dashed grains of sand into'their faces. Dark cloud- 
forms flew across the sky, the foremost streaks like 
pointed wings, daws and greedy jaws. The moon 
was hidden, the heath wrapped in darkness, the stones 
were lighted up by every flash of lightning, as if flames 
burst out of the ground. The coachman had to hold 
in his horse, terrified by the thunder-daps ; the carriage 
ran jerkily over the rough road, and the Hood of rain 
descended. The traveller drew dose to the sleeper. 
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put an arm round him in order to keep his hat, cloak 
and himself safe, but could not protect him against 
the downpouring rain. He himself was ahready wet 
to the skin, but his face looked fresh and cheerful. 
The coachman, who saw it when it hghtened, wondered 
how a man could look so pleased in such awful weather. 
He did not miderstand that it may be a pleasure to 
submit to the fury of the elements so that the dust of 
every day or a terror of the soul may be cleansed. 

When after a while storm and rain had calmed down, 
wreaths of while rnist rose over tlic htalh, and day 
dawned. The air was cold. The rocky ground shim- 
mered here and there like snow, and over an eminence 
the two great rocks towered up. They reached the 
stone ramparts, the first cottages. Sound of bells 
could be heard, the shepherds, carrying their hats in 
their hands, for it was the hour of matins, were leading 
out their sheep. When the carriage had come so far, 
the coachman pointed with his whip 1 Kin die and said : 

Reverend pastor, that is the church." 

Then he drove over the square to the mn, where 
the traveller got down. The old priest was taken to 
his former house. 

♦ * ♦ * * 

At every hour of the day people might be seen hurry- 
ing along the village streets to the priest's house — 

men, women and children. Some carried baskets, 
bundles and jugs with them ; but the eggs, milk and 
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legs of mutton could not be accepted. The priest 
was too desperately ill. 
There had been great excitement when it was known 

that the old man had gone away in the night, and 
had lain down on the heath. Had not the new pastor 
passed that way he might have perished. Then he 

had become seriously ill, had been delirious for days, 
and those who listened at the door could hear how 
he sang the Latin Mass in a clear voice. When that 
condition had passed, the sick man sank into a state 
of serious weakness, and slept unceasingly. Once on 
waking ap» he looked at his nurse, the sacristan's 
wife, and said softly : What's the matter with me ? 
It must have been fever ; IVe had a bad dream.*' 

"Yes, sir," exclaimed the woman, "for a whole 
week you haven't known us ! " 

" God be praised, God be praised, now I can laugh. 
What do you think, Frau Gertrud, the whole parish 
gone over to Lutheranism ! Fancy dreaming that ! " 

She said nothing, and turned away. And when the 
priest observed that all sorts of changes had been made 
in the room, and that when the door opened there 
stood before it all kinds of people, not with then* usual 
conhdence, but embarrassed and shy, he shook his 
head a little and murmured : " It is so then. It is 
so then ! " And his gloom returned. 

And when he asked : " Who is walking up and 
down in the next room ? " the sacristan's wife hed, 
and told him it was the workmen. 
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But it was the pastor who was settmg things in 
order. 

While the old man had lain there, much had hap- 
pened. The pastor had paid his visits of ceremony 
and entered into his sphere of activity. Nothing was 
changed in the church except the high altar. A Bible 
lay before the picture of the Cross, instead of the 
materials used in the Latin rites. Then there had 
been the day of taking the vow — the conhmiation. 
The pastor spoke of the chief points of the Evangelical 
Church, of practical active Christianity in life, and 
of the mercy of God. He did not use the tone of a 
pieacher, but spoke simply like one man to another. 
Then the congregation took the oath by the Cross and 
the Bible to remain true to the Gospel till death, and 
hnaily they sang : Our God a tower of strength is 
He ! ^ The few who had remained trub to the old 
faith, stood round the door and peeped in. A few 
old women complained aloud of the invasion of the 
anti-Chiist ; but with most of the people of the group 
curiosity was stronger than anger, and when they 
saw that there was room for all in the church, they 
went in, and joined in the singing. But they swore 
no oath, for they wished to die in their old faith. 

One day the Captain invited the pastor, showed 
him his house, his works, the quarry and the quarry- 
men, the furnaces and the kilns. Then he went for 
a long walk with him over the heath, in order to show 

^ Luther's hymn Ein feste Burg i$i unset GoU, 
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him something of the peculiarities of the district. 

They came to the rocks and the pine trees ; they came 
to isolated cottages and fenced in pastures ; they came 
to rugged blocks of stone with nothing around them 
but quiet nature. On their return they saw how few 
were the wants of the peaceful solitary cottagers who 
worked in the miserable gardens and meadow paths 
they had contrived to make in sheltered places. They 
saw the contemplative life of the shepherds who pas- 
tured their sheep and goats on the scanty grass and 
heath. They saw one or two of the shy fellows who 
wandered about this tableland with scraper and sack 
in order to collect resin from the pines and berries 
from the junipers. 

The Captain told the pastor of the bitter hardships 
the district had suffered. Once there had been such 
a severe winter that neariy all the cottages were buried 
under the snow, and the people had to creep in and 
out through the roof. Another time there was such 
a drought that the few meadows and shrubs were 
burnt up, and it was necessary to kill the sheep because 
the water in the springs hardly sufficed for human 
needs. Once there was such a storm that the shingle 
from the roof s» and the window-shutters of the houses 
in the village were carried far out into the stony desert, 
and every one who was out of doors had to lie flat on 
the ground lest he should be thrown down, when he 
must have rolled up against the mounds of grass. The 
sand beat like hail against the walls, the water over- 
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flowed the pools and rushed over the stones, and the 
image of St. Christopher came flying through the air 

from the upper end of the villa^^e. There had been 
hres and sickness ; but as in times of prosperity the 
heath dwellers were guiltless of pride, so in times of 
distress they were never utterly despairing. 

** It almost makes one afraid,** said the pastor 
suddenly to his companion. ^'The people were like 
this then under their old belief. How will they be 
under the new ? *' 

And the Captain rephed : " Their old beUef taught 
them renunciation, the new will teach them to struggle.*' 

*' No, sir, I do not wish _to see this holy peace 
destroyed.'* 

I do not mean to struggle with each other, God 
forbid! I mean to struggle courageously against 

harsh nature. He who comes here in a hundred years — 
perhaps he'll And no heath, but fertile and cultivated 
land and shady forests.** 

These remarks had brought the two men into a 
serious mood. They thought of the soul torment 
that preceded change of faith, and which scarcely any 
of the heath dwellers had shown. They thought of 
the old priest, and carried on a long conversation. 
They did not return to Christ Village," as the people 
called it, until evening. Wheni they bade each other 
" good-night '* the Captain said : " Then we'll do 
that. The congregation will agree." 

" And God, too, will approve,'* said the pastor. 
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After many weeks, when the vegetation on the heath 
had already begun to turn yellow, the old priest had 
so far recovered that he could enjoy some of the gifts 
of the villagers. The greater part he gave to needy 
folk who could no longer get a living. It was a matter 
for wonder that he had " surprised " a few evangelicals 
with some of the good things. 

The first time that he went out after his recovery 
he went to the church. But he stopped at the door 
and did not go in. He stood there shivering, and 
when some shepherds saw him from the street, they 
went up to him and informed him that they still 
adhered to the old faith. They were, of course, in a 
sad minority, but they would like to celebrate once 
more a holy mass on the heath. They came to beg 
it in the name of the Roman Catholic Christians of 
Christopher. They had already spoken to and gained 
the coi2sent of the pastor and the Captain. The altar 
of the Virgin still had the catholic consecration, and 
the sacristan had made aU the necessary preparations. 
The priest joyfully consented, thinking of nothing but 
the longing for the sacred mass, which he so fully 
shared with the few faitliful ones. He praised God 
for the favour of being permitted to thank the Holy 
Virgin for his recovery to health. 

And so on the day of Mary's nativity the priest 
entered the churcli that had become evangehcal, 
with the chaUce. When with slow steps he walked 
behind the ministrant with the bell, and turned round 
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the pillars into the aisle he saw what had been done. 
The altar of the Holy Viigin was adorned as for a 
festival. Heath evergreens were twined round the 
pillars^ roses and flowers decorated the table, and 
numerous candles gave a channmg evening light to 
the semi-darkness. The image of the Virgin was 
clothed in a white silk cloak, sprinkled with small 
gold stars, a wreath of real red proses surrounded the 
niche. The altar steps were covered with a red carpet, 
and tlie old man ascended, trembling with emotion. 
The church was full to overflowing. For not only 
the Roman Catholics had gathered round their old 
sanctuary, but also the Evangelicals, who had held 
their solemn festival of the Cross the day before, and 
had been edifled by the noble words of the preacher. 
Many felt a homesickness when the bell rang, and the 
organ accompanied the canticle, " Here lies before 
Thy Majesty,'* when the cloud of sweet-smelling in* 
cense rose up to the picture above the altar, and when 
the white-haired priest softly spoke the Oremus. Isidor, 
the sheplierd, leaned against the pillar and thought, 
who could reverence the white doak of the Virgin, 
since he, following his evangelical conscience, had 
taken away her red one. He hid in the comer, not 
trusting himself to look the Virgin in the face. 

When the priest left the sacristy after the mass 
and tottered down the steps, the pastor met him, 
offered his arm as a support, and invited him to break- 
fast in his room. He had waited for him, and as his 
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family had not yet come, he often felt veiy lonely 

lit mcnls. And so he asked the priest to give him his 

■ 

company occasionally. 

Gladly, gladly," answered the old man, stopping 
to blow his nose. " It can't however give you much 
pleasure, I am not very sociable." To which the 
pastor letumed: "With men who think alike it's 
pleasant merely to sit together." Men who think 
alike ! Was it not true then that our ways were wide 
as the heavens apart ? The priest may have thought 
it, but he said nothing. And because he did not want 
to seem unfriendly, he accepted the invitation. 

They sat down to the table, the robust man, with 
the clever face, his beard cut like that of a pipfessor, 
only a certain seriousness proclaiming the clergyman, 
and the frail old man with the stooping white head. 
The housekeeper was glad to have the two men together, 
as it lessened her work. She had brought the cofiee, 
its odour enhanced by the morning air ; she had put 
the flower-patterned butter-dish, the green glass honey- 
pot on the table, and the pastor held the dgar-box in 
readiness, as if the conversation would be prolonged. 
The priest would much rather have gone back to his 
own room, where there were certainly not such hue 
things, but neither was there a highly cultured man 
of the world who made him uncomfortable and afraid. 
Before sitting down he had spoken his thanks in an 
embarrassed, awkward fashion for the Samaritan's 
service rendered him by the pastor on the heath. 

9 
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Indeed/' he added, I fear it has only lengthened 
the inconvenience/' 

The pastor poured out his coffee. "Drink it while 
it*s hot, sir ; it is late for breakfast/* 

" Fm used to that/' answered the Roman Cathotic 
priest, " thank you ! thank you ! ** 

The pastor was silent, so that the old man should 
drink his cofiee in peace. Then he said : " I wanted 
an opportunity of speaking to you, my dear neighbour. 
Forgive me for usmg so intimate an expression, I think 
we must become accustomed to each other. There 
will be no difficulty on my side/' 

The priest bowed, and his face grew crimson. He 
was almost ashamed of the politeness he was re- 
ceiving. 

The pastor continued : " I have a proposal to make 
to you, sir, and in the name of the congregation. They 
are not willing that a man of your years should make 
a change. It Is not right. Give up the idea and stay 
with us on the heath. You and your heath dwellers 
have grown up together, you would hnd that out after 
the separation. No, I know what you will say. Pro- 
testant — ^Catholic ! Let us leave those words unsaid 
for the future — ^we are agreed about the Gospel." 

When the pastor stopped speaking, the old man 
said: ''That's so, that's so/' Then he shook his 
head : " It would not be a good thing for me to stop 
here, it would not be a good thing, and besides the 
authorities would not allow it." 
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The pastor shrugged his shoulders slightly^ as if 
his commissioii had miscarried. 

Then he said calmly : " What if that portion of 
the inhahitants who have not come over to us, shall 
come and ask you ? There are forty of them. I do 
not think that your Church will abandon these firm 
adherents. It is right that they should have their 
shepherd, and we shall not be jealous of one another. 
We can each hold our service at its proper time in cme 
and the same church. The Chapel of the Viigin 
belongs to you." 

The old man lifted up his arms as if to strike his 
li Liids together, but let them fall again on to the 
table. 

Sir, yaa are too good,'' he said very softly, " but 

it would scarcely answer." 

**I'm sure it would," said the pastor. "And the 
Community of Christopher regards it as a pleasant 
duty to provide its beloved priest with a home free 
from care for the rest of his hfe. And on the other 
side, you yourself feel the necessity of rendering it 
possible for your faithful ones, to whom you so 
often preached the duty of taking the Sacrament, 
especially on their death-beds, to fulfill that duty! 
Are these poor people, many of whom are old and 
sick, to go to eternity without consolation and bless* 
ing? 

Then the priest b^an to laugh loudly. The pastor 
saw it was akin to weeping, a veritable heart-storm. 
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The old man, aU of a tremble, felt for his hand. ** TU 

sta.y, I'll stay. My God, I never tliought of such a 

thing, it they are only forty, and they desire grace — 
yes, yes. . . .** 

* • # « « 

And so it came to pass that the old priest of Christo- 
pher on the Heath, who had lost the greater part of 

his congregation, did not leave the village. 

Although dismissed by the authorities he did not 
seek to die in an asylum, but remained as independent 
priest to the few persons who were still true to him. 
And so it happened that two Christian beliefs were 
practised in the village Church of the Holy Heath, 
and one did not interfere with the other. The pastor, 
in his ample gown, held the Communion Service at 
the altar of the Cross and announced the Gospel from 
the pulpit. 

In the aisle, in the Chapel of Our Lady, the white- 
haired priest celebrated in full the Koman Cathohc 
Mass. The.pulpit stood at his service ; but preaching 
had never been his strong point, and he said that no 
one could offer anything better than the Gospel. So 
both communities heard in common the evangeUcal 
sermon. As regards the service, it came to pass that 
more worshippers were found in the Chapel of Our 
Lady than at the altar of the Cross. Many who 
strove to devote themselves with head, hand and 
work to the Protestant altar, had some trouble to 
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keep their hearts from wandering back to Maiy and 
the saints, with whom their chiliUiood and youth had 

been spent. 

It happened farther thai brides and bridegrooms 
asked for the wedding blessing of the white-haired 
priest, so that the contract might he quite soimd. 
And when the priest sat in the confessional, wiiich 
stood in a dark part of the building, numbers of Roman 
Catholic men and women came there, and now and 
then a shepherd or resin-gatherer, in order to relieve 
his heart. For the gentle admonitions and calm 
consokitions of the Father Gmfessor are so comforting 
to men of the lower strata of society, who seldom hear 
a kind, true word. A Catholic Confessional and an 
Evangehcal Communion— that would be scarcely 
possible anywhere — except on the Holy Heath. 

isidor, the old shepherd, went to confession. Not 
to repent his change of faith. No, it was another 
cause of solicitude that gave his conscience no peace. 
Once he went to confession in order to confess his 
misdeed, but when his turn came he shpped away. 
In the first place, he doubted whether he would receive 
absolution, and in the second no one should say that 
he was a Protestant in material life, but for his soul's 
need returned to the CathoUc Church. No, no, you 
belong to the pastor ! he told himself angrily. And 
once when the pastor stood in the garden, cutting 
the dead twigs off the hedge, old Isidor crept up to him 
'softly, with an uncertain movement took ofi his 
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broad*l>riiiimed hat, and asked politely if he might 
confess. 

" The priest is in liis room," said the pastor. 
I am anEvangehcal," said the old fellow ; " can't 
one confess as a Protestant ? 

The pcistor iooked at liim more closely. " If I'm 
not mistaken, you're Isidor, the shepherd.' If you 
have anything on your mind, Isidor, I will gladly 
help you.** 

After some beating about the bush, and spying 
round to see if there was anything like a confessional 
here, the shepherd confessed his crime. Once when 
there was an epidemic he had presented a red silk 
cloak to Our X^y in the Chapel for her intercession. 
Afterwards, when he changed his faith, he regarded 
the statue as an idol, and he had taken the cloak away 
again. When he came to consider, the cloak had 
been her property, since he had given it to her 1 So 
he had stolen it from the body, but could not return 
that cloak as he had burnt it on the heath. Therefore 
he had not a quiet moment. And what could he do 
to compensate for his sin ? 

When tlie pastor had heard this confession, he 
walked up and down the gravel p ith a few times with 
his arms folded, and thought : That's how they are. 
Then he stopped in inmt of the shepherd and said : 
" Isidor ! I hear that your sheep yield you good wool. 
My advice is have a waim winter cloak made out of 
the wool— 4iot for Our Lady in the Chapel, she already 
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has what she wants, but for the old priest who likes 
to be warm. If you do that, the Virgin will not be 
angry with you." 
The shepherd took the advice, and was then at peace. 



Digitized by Google 



Chapter III 



CHRlSTMASTiDli 
I 

IF the toiim dweller wants to learn something 
' definite about holy days, he sliould inquire of 
the peasants. The town workman enjoys the holy 
day, [without bothering his head much about it. 
The^ peasant, who in other matters is not gener- 
ally accustomed to grasp the reason and object of 
things, wants to know, however, why he is at rest, 
or goes to diurch or gets drunk on that day. He has 
a certam knowledge of the holy days, and he has his 
holiday temper. 

I don't want to talk about myself, we say, when 
we begin to talk about ourselves. However, to speak 
about myself, I may say, I was a very radical patron 
as long as I had anything to do with peasant holidays. 
I considered the Church calendar and the individual 
festivals were all in the wrong order. I wanted the 
Church year to keep pace with the solar year, which 
is only right, if Heaven and the Saviour wish to har- 
monize. As, however, the sun will not make a con- 
cession, the Church should. She had, as I once read, 
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fixed her greatest festivals merely by caprice. If 
the sun, which on December 22 is already at its 
lowest point, begins to rise^ we cannot have the 
beginning of Advent ; the least I should have liked to 
have had would have been Christmas on that day. 
In sequence all the festivals which have to do with 
the childhood of Jesus would have followed without 
any difficulty ; for example, the Circumcision, the 
sacnhce, the magi, the innocents, etc., so that we could 
have been comfortably finished with the Christmas 
holidays before Carnival. Then would follow the rest 
of the festivals, whu h would bring us to the end of 
June. The second half of the year could be dedicated 
to the saints* days, and there would be no necessity 
for any confusion. To make the calendar right, the 
the simplest plan would be to drop the leap day for 
forty years ; thus, through the omission of ten leap 
days, the civil 3^ar would be ten days ahead, and 
would coincide with the solar year. I laid these 
proposals of reform before my good old confessor, 
the priest, John Hesch, of Kathrein, on the Hauen* 
stein. He thought that knowing the Roman Catholic 
Church, and the scholars, tliey would not be willing 
to entertain such a change. The French, once upon 
a time during a great revolution, changed the Sun* 
days and hohdays by fire and sword ; but in the 
end, the Holy Church retained the mastery with its 
old customs ; therefore I ought, as a simple country 
fellow, to keep quiet on such matters. 
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G)nsequently I occupy myself to-diiy with tilings 
as they are, and not as they should be. 

The fiist signs of Christmas begin to show them- 
selves at St. Nicholas, and are at llieir lieight on St. 
Thomas's Eve. St. Thomas's Eve, Christmas Eve 
and New Year's Eve are the *' nights of the asking 
Virgins/' On St. Thomas's Eve th^ throw their 
shoes to the bedroom door. If the shoes remain lying 
with the toes pointing towards the room then next 
year the bridegroom wiU come along. If the 
toes point towards the door then he may come, 
but will go away again. On Christmas Eve the 
maidens carry an armful of planks from the wood 
shed to the house. If the planks are in pairs, it signifies 
an even number ; that is to say, next year tliere will 
be a marriage. Last of all, on New Year's Eve at the 
pouring of lead, a little figure is to confirm their hopes. 

There was a girl in Lochreithof who tested her for- 
tune in this manner ; the shoes were full of promise, 
the planks were promising and the lead gave hopes 
for the best. He came, she caressed him, but nothing 
more came of it. Now, one does not know whether 
the men or the customs axe at fault. 

The peasant also feels the holy shudder that goes 
through the world on Christmas Eve. He also grows 
enthusiastic, and it seems as if on this day the laws of 
nature are different. We are almost anxious about the 
world's balance, for suddenly all is joy, and charity 
is everywhere. Luckily the day is soon over, and on 
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the heels of the great Festival come St. Stcplien and 
St. John. The former wants his share in the Christ- 
mas celebration as chief arch-martyr, the latter calls 
attention to his particular friendship with the Saviour. 
The former is important to the peasants by reason of 
his " Stephen " water ; the latter knows how to make 
himself popular with his " St. John's " wiiic. All the 
same neither belong to the real Christmas group. The 
first real festival is Innocents' Day. It recalls tons in 
the sweet Christmas peace, the massacre of children 
by Herod. The people celebrated tins anniversary by 
a whip, with which they whip one another out of bed 
on December 28 with the words healthy and fresh." 

After Innocents' Day there comes a St. Tliomas, a 
bom Londoner, a Bishop of Kandeberg, who was brave 
and indep^dent enough to resist the civil laws of his 
country pluckily and without flinching, so that the 
Church canonized him. Our peasants call the man 
Thomas windf east, and they say that if they do not 
work on this day they will be spared winds and storms 
in the coming year. This makes their fifth Christmas 
holiday. 

Sixth in order comes one from the Old Testament, 

a celebrated poet, and player of the harp, King David. 
David has indeed a riglit to pay Christmas visits to 
the Child, that descended from his family of legends 
of the saints, and anti-Semitic calendars ignore him 
and patromze the holy widow Melania on this day. 
Pretty stories of this widow are to be found in the 



Digitized 



I40 MY KINGDOM OF HEAVEN 



peasants' collections oi sermons. She was a rich 
Roman lady, who, out of love for God, ruled her hus- 
band until they both took vows, whereupon the hus- 
band soon died, and Melaniadevoted herself to Theology 
and employed her wonderful eloquence in combating 
errors. In oompaiison with such a lady the Jewish 
harpist would naturally take second place. 

Last of all comes Sylvester. As is well known, he 
was a Roman pope. He had a hard hght with the 
Jews. I remember a little story about him. One 
day the Jews brought him ajwild ox, and said the name 
of God is so great and awful that if they uttered it in 
the ear of the animal, it would fall down dead on the 
spot. The Pope tried the experiment, and as a 
matter of fact the ox fell dead at the mention of the 
name of the God of the Jews, whereupon Pope Syl- 
vester said that if the name of your God is awful 
enough to kill an animal, the name of mine is powerful 
enough to bring it to Ufe again. He spoke the word, 
and the s^nin^ai came to hfe again. 

However, Sylvester owes his great fame less to this 
resurrection than to the circumstance that he became 
guardian of the dose of the 3^ar. He has enjoyed, 
however, that title only a short time relatively, for it 
was only in the year 1583, that is more than 300 years 
ago, the Gregorian calendar found its way into Roman 
Catholic Germany, and in this Sylvester occupies the 
position of closer of the doors, and as such enjoys 
many a good thing. 
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New Yearns Day is the eighth in succession of the 

Christmas holidays. On this day the peasant adds 
the following sentence to the paternoster. I pray God 
for a Happy New Year and thank Him that the past 
one has been so happy." The noisy martin of ncider 
Lenten is so utterly contented that after having lost 
in one year a rich uncle, two wives and a mother-in- 
law, he does not alter a syllable of ^e prayer in the 
next New Year, thanking God that the past one has 
been so happy. 

Now four working days come, which, because they 
belong to the Christmas period, enjoy an exceptional 
position. In these days no threshing or weaving is 
allowed.' The evening of January 5 comports itself 
as if the high festivals were going to begin anew. 
As on Christmas and New Year's Eve, the peasants 
go with censor and sprinkling brush through the whole 
house. The only difier^ce is that this time they 
make tlie following signs, C+, M+, B+. Anybody 
who is unable to write, here's a penman from somewhere 
who marks the magi for him. 

I was once fetched for this business by our neighbour 
the old Reigelbergerin. There was in the house a piece 
of chalk about the size of a pea, hardly enough to hold 
between the fingers. I just managed, with great 
trouble, the C and the M, but then the chalk broke, 
rolled on the floor and disappeared. What was to 
be done ? I drew the B with a piece of charcoal. 
The Reigelbergerin was frightened, for it was as a 
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protection against the black man" that she had 
the holy signs made. 

If you were good children, my dear reach i s, I would 
tell you many a pretty story of the magi. Accordmg 
to one interpretation the magi are said to be not only 
kings, but also wise men, but it was considered that 
the people would hold kmgs in golden splendour, 
in greater honour than mere wise men. The Prophet 
of Balaam said once upon a time, that a star would 
arise out of the kingdom of Jacob, which would presage 
a mighty king who would rule over both Jews and 
heathens. Whereupon the heathens placed watchers 
on a mountain, to watch for the star, and they watched 
for 1,500 years. One night when a hot wind blew 
from the desert, and the sea was roaring in the dis- 
tance, they fell asleep. Whereupon the star arose 1 
they toid tliis to all lands, and in consequence the 
three wise men set out to seek the star. 

It was a dark night, and the stars moved quickly 
above the earth, and the wise men followed the new 
unknown light for days and days. Other kings and 
lords, with large retinues, joined them, and they 
reached the city of Jerusalem. There they visited 
Herod and asked him about tlie great king, presaged 
by the star. The Jewish king treated his guests with 
great honour and ceremony, and answered that he 
himself was the great king — ^he knew of no other 
in the country. They were at liberty to seek, however ; 
if they found one mightier than he, they were to let 
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him know, he would be the first to pay him homage. 
On they wandered ; the star shinmg in front of their 
eyes. At last it came to rest over a roof that sheltered 
the family of a travelling artisan. There they found 
a little child« with light-coloured truthful eyes, 
in great poverty, yet wanting for nothing. As the 
wise men were tired, aiid had no hope of finding 
hmi they sought, they gave their best gifts to the 
Child, but the poor people said : What do we want 
with your gold, your frankincense and your myrrh. 
The earth is our bed, and Heaven our protection. 
The Child who possesses so httle that we were obliged 
to lay Him on straw ^in a manger, has not come to 
receive, He has come to give." 

Whereupon the kings whispered to one another, 
** We have found Him at last. Let us tell it quickly to 
our Lord and Brother." One of them, a man of swarthy 
complexion, was of opinion that Herod seemed hardly 
indined to bow to another in his own country. It 
would be wisar not to teH him about the Child. Where- 
upon they returned by a different route to their own 
lands. All the same Herod had heard that among the 
little children of Bethlehem there was One who, accord- 
ing to the prophecy, would become the mightiest 
King of the Jews, and as he was not successful in 
hnding the Child he ordered the murder of all boys 
in or round about Bethlehem. 

Yes, I know you have heard the story all too often 
already, in a too pointed fashioUi so that its divine 
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loveliness and rugged greatness no longer move you. 
Of the three real Christmas holy days, the Nativity, 

Circumcision and the appearance of the three wise 
men, it is the latter that contains the deepest meaning, 
the most incomprehensible miracles. Why did the 
mighty princes come and kneel to the poor child ? 
Why ! because they were wise men. And why did they 
depart, leaving the helpless creature of whom they had 
such great expectations? Why did they not take 
him with them to their palaces — why ? Because they 
were wise men ; they knew that no creature of God 
can develop in well-being and luxury; that poverty 
and loneliness and self-denial, and all the love and all 
the sorrow of the people are needed to make a hero 
and a redeemer of a man with great gifts. 

If I were to stand once again on the threshing-floor 
and preach to the com sheaves, as I did once upon 
a time between the ages of ten and fourteen, vrhexi I 
used to give Christmas sermons to the straw heads, till 
our servant Mark told me in confidence that I would 
make an excellent priest as domestic chaplain in a 
lunatic asylmn — say that if I were again to preach 
to heads of straw (and no man may know what will 
befall him), I would weave the story of the magi in a 
mm subtle manner than I can do here. 

On the second day after the three wise men comes 
the anniversary of St. Erhard, who is pictured in the 
Styrian Manuel Calendar with a bishop's stave and a 
wooden axe. The legend relates that the wooden axe 
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was the instmment of fhe martyrdom of the holy 

bisliop. The peasant knows better, and tells that St. 
Erhard had the axe to chop away, once for all, the 
Christmas holida3re after they had lasted, with but 
small intervals, for two full weeks. Another inter- 
pretation says that Erhard broke the frozen mill 
wheels with his axe and then went into the forest to 
chop firewood. 

At last, working days come. In the Church, how- 
ever, the Christmas feeling lasts till the Candlemas 
of Maiy; and then ontof doors the Carnival rages. 

Wlioever does not work and pray may go and dance. 
The floors are polished, and Heaven shuts its eyes. 

As I dose these reflections] the heretodox and ortho- 
doxwant to get hold of me in their desire to bum me. 
I escape their greedy claws like a butterfly. I love 
flowers. Sweet and peaceful Christmas, with its holy 
myths, is a flower in the midst of the winter of the year 
and of life ; a flower which I pray may bloom on my 
breast when I marry and when I die. Indeed, can one 
of you orthodox or heterodox people think of anything 
mbre beautiful in heaven or earth than a young chaste 
mother and her child, than a child that will redeem the 
world with the living words, Do good to those that 
hate thee and love thy neighbour as thyself'^ 1 

II 

A cold pale winter's night lies over the woodland 
landscape, the moon is in the heavens, the snow on 

ZD 
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the fir trees does not sparkle, for suxm and stars are 

veiled by a dull cloudy mist. In such a dusk the high 
ridges, valleys and gorges can only be dimly seen ; 
dose at ^hand the black branches of the trees are 
more dearly defined. Farther on, the outlines of 
mountains and trees vanish from sight in the frosty 
air, or are veiled by the snow, which is beginning to fall. 

Through the night there is a tremulous sound of 
bells coming from all sides, as if the snowflakes sounded 
in the air. It rises from the valleys where the villages 
and churdies stand. They are the bells linging for 
Holy Christmas. 

What a wonderful sight is this day I If two suns 
^ould appear in the heavens some day. It would not 
be a greater mirade than that which takes place on 
Christmas Day. It is a day when not one of all the 
sel^h men thinks only of himself. Each thinks 
of the other. To surprise one another with joy, to 
overload one another with gifts are the objects of this 
day. It is cold winter, but nobody freezes, lor hearts 
are warm. Work is done secretly night and day, nobody 
is tired, nobody is hungry, love of their fellow-men 
strengthens and satisfies all. It is as if the laws of 
nature were changed, and we almost fear for the bal- 
ance of the world, since everything is so suddenly 
joyous. The almightiness of charity comes so sud- 
denly. When I awake on the morning before Christ- 
mas and my eye falls on the Christmas tree, standing 
quietly in expectation of the hour of joy, on the white- 
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covered table, my eyes grow moist. Oh t Christmas 
day that wakens the hearts of men, and with the divine 
breath of May changes earth to heaven. My greeting 
to thee, my greeting to thee, thou divine, thou inoom* 
prehendUe Christmas. 

Christmas Eve and Christmas Day ! We have here 
two days in the year in which love prevails. That 
bve which our Saviour revealed almost 2,000 3^ars 
ago. If in every thousand years, only one day of 
unselhsh love were added to the year, we should need 
only 363,000 years more till the earth, assuming it 
lasts as long, becomes a Kingdom of Heaven. 

Again, if some people would do for tlus world and 
its inhabitants that which they do for Heaven with- 
out benefiting their fellow in the least, we should arrive 
considerably sooner at the much desired Kingdom of 
Heaven on Earth. 

You know the story of how poor Gregoiy went out 
into Hie wood to fetch a small Christmas tree for his 
dear children, and how the keeper caught and arrested 
him as a thief and poacher. The civil code says the 
keeper did right. I look with suspicion on him who 
always keeps to the civil code and nothing else. We 
cany a different code in our hearts. When long 
ago, as a young man, innocent and inexperienced, I 
left my house in the woods to go among strangers, my 
mother took me by the hand and said : " Peter, should 
it happen that you wish to do something to somebody 
else, and do not know whether it is right or wrong. 
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shut your eyes, say a Paternoster, and imagine 
yourself in the other person's place." Here you have 

the Catechism and civil code put together in a few 
words. 

Do the Christmas hells never find harmony in our 

souls ? To-day the wild joy of giving, to-morrow 
again the usual lack of love. Would not, then, hdehty 
and hearty loyalty of man to man he a matter of course 
in this world where the elements have numberless 
weapons ready to fight against us ? In truth, it is 
not wise to make enemies of our brothers and to chase 
after empty phantoms, to wound one another's hearts 
in the sliort time we can look on the hght of day before 
the grave. The candles of the Christmas tree bum 
just as earnestly, solemnly and peacefully as they will 
in the time to come beside the bier. 



* 
J 
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EASTER 



HERE was a squire in Brockendori to whom. 



J. as was the custom oi bygone days, many of 
the peasants owed tribute. The squire lived, how- 
ever, in a large town most of the year, enjoying all 
kinds of pleasure and only remembering his dep^i^d- 
ents when he needed money, and indeed, his lordship 
needed a great deal. At home his agent squeezed, 
pinched, and sweated as long as possible, but after 
a while, more being unobtainable, the squire thought 
the time had come to look into his affairs at Brocken- 
dorf personally, and to impress on his agent the need 
of a stricter fulfilment of his duty. This duty, how- 
ever, consisted solely of bleeding the peasants. The 
master arrived late one evening in spring, driving 
his fast horses through the valley. He noticed, to 
his pleasant astonishment, that his arrival was already 
known, although it had not been announced before- 
hand. Bonnes had been lit on all the hills, and 
cannon were being fired ; the people were still up, and 
in a state of excitement. The whole valley was in a 
festive mood. The squire was moved tu the very 
heart, for he still had softer feelings. 
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As he drove into the courtyard of the castle and 
caught sight of his agent, he sprang qulddy from the 
carriage and pressed his hand. " I am very pleased. 
Give the people my thanks and tell them I will not 
forget them* Be indulgent, should these brave peas^ 
ants not always be able to discharge their debts.'^ 
When the agent discovered that the festivities were 
the cause of his employer's delight, he first thought 
of telling him their real cause» but did not do so, and 
left the squire in the belief that the bonfires and 
cannon firing were in his honour. It happened, 
however, to be Easter Eve, and the bonfires were lit 
and the cannon fired in honour of the Resurrection 
of our Lord. The squire kept his word, the peasants 
paid no tribute that year, and were benefited by it. 
The squire had no money to spend in the great city, 
and was obliged to remain in his country estate, 
which benefited him also* 

I am reminded of this squire by those people who 
constantly assert in newspaper articles, in Easter 
poems and sermons, that Easter is the festival of 
approaching spring, of awakening nature. According 
to this interpretation Easter should be the common 
festival for all creation. How comes it, then, that 
lambs, calves and poultry are killed in order to make 
Easter dishes, instead of allowing them to enjoy 
the re-awakening of nature, according to the common 
right? 

I am in favour of leaving the material and natural 
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side of Easter more to animab who are said to live 

their life and enjoy their heaven in their own fashion. 
Man, however^ wants to have something out of the 
ordinaxy. He has ideas, wishes, longings which 
probably are, and alwa}^ have been, unknown to 
animals. Our civihzation is called Christian, and 
on Stmdays it ahnost appears to me as such* Even 
if heie and there there is one on the census list who is 
not entered as a Christian, that is no nusfortune and 
no reason for hostility. During the week Christian, 
Jew, heathen and atheist are scarcely to be distin- 
guished from one another. He, however, who is a 
Christian, not solely according to his baptismal cer- 
tificate, has his particular Christmas and Easter. He 
thinks at Eastertide less of the fields that are turning 
green, and less of the Easter rabbit, than of the Re- 
demption by our Saviour. He thinks of His and 
our Resurrection, and for that reason he lights bon- 
fires and fires his powder, and if, in consequence, the 
approaching spring, like our squire, feels flattered 
and promises rich gifts, we are thoroughly in agree^ 
ment. 

I am almost of the opinion, however, that the fol- 
lowing of a Christian interpreter of Easter is not 
quite as big as that of a Christian Christmas enthusi- 
ast. Why is it that Christmas is nearer oiu: hearts ? 
AVhoever finds delight in the poor abandoned Christ 
Child should be able to find still greater delight in 
the Victorious Saviour ; not by His coming, but by 
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His going. Our Lord redeemed us. He delivered us, 
not when He received gifts from the wise men and 

shepherds, but when He gave His life for us. Christ- 
mas teaches us to give iovingly in a charitable^ cheerful 
manner, which is as beneficial to the giver as to the 
receiver. Easter, on the other hand, teaches us the 
lesson of divine heroism, of sacrihcing oneself for 
one's fellow-men, and even, if it be necessary, giving 
up one's life for others. In truth this is less pleasant 
than the genial Christmas spent amidst domestic hap- 
piness, but it is more glorious. Resurrection and 
Eternal Life, not death, are to be found in dying for 
the world and its greatness. I am convinced that 
the hero who dies for others lives on with a feeling of 
bhss in the great soul of mankind, which in spite of 
all hindrances and stunbling-blocks, rises gradually 
heavenwards in the course of centuries. 

Among mankmd there are heroes of whom nothing 
is known. In the dark beginnings of the people there 
was no chronicler, no poet, and no painter to commem- 
orate the bravery and goodness, the loyalty, self-denial 
and Christian endurance which permeated poor, lowly, 
every-day mankind. Nothing can become divine 
on earth, except a strong, loving, ready, self-sacrificing 
heart among mankind. This alone can give that 
which makes Easter the festival of the Resurrection, 
and the approaching spring is just good enough to 
ornament such an Easter with its yotmg branches. 

NoW| as an Easter greeting, I will tell the story of a 
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man v^o was resurrected, and who lives still in song 

and poetry, and in the hearts of the people. 

It is already zoo years since that man of Wald- 
bachtal died. The house that he built has long rotted> 

the field he ploughed has become a wilderness again, 
but what of his body ? It is not on earth nor under 
the earth. It is nowhere now ; but his memory lives 
still. What was this man of 200 years ago, and what 

did he do ? 

He was in a low station of life, but he did much. 
About the time of the last Turkish incursions 

Waldbaclital was inhabited by woodcutters, shepherds, 
and small peasants. The most curious among them 
was Antony Hirthauser, commonly called the Wald- 
bachtal peasant. In his youth he had been a carter and 
had seen much of the world. He was the only one in 
that part of the country who could write his name. 
At forty years old he had a house by the riverside, 
with a wife and child. In the course of the year he 
journeyed several times to Breitenwang, where he 
bought from the grocer and shop people ribbons, 
leather, nails, salt and other articles, with which at 
home he did a small but honest trade. For this 
journey a pony was of no use, because there were 
no roads through the gorges, only a rough footpath 
studded with stones and tree roots. 

Thus it came about that Antony Hirthauser went 
to Breitenwang on that Good Friday. His wife did not 
want to let him go, for those were disturbed times. 
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From Hungary the Turk, as well as the hostile Magyar, 

were on the march, and ail kinds of vagrants were at 
large raiding the neighbourhood. Hirthauser, how- 
ever, quitted his wife, saying that nothing would 
happen to him. Should he meet them, he knew how 
to deal with strangers ; for emergencies he carried an 
axe with him. They were to keep the door carefully 
closed at home ; to-morrow he would be back early 
with the goods he needed for Easter. He must also 
be present on Good Friday on the top of the great 
Hochschlag Knechthut at the meeting of the men 
who held council as to the steps to be taken to arm, 
and to guard against the enemy who were again 
threatening them. Then he went away, and arrived 
toward evening at Breitenwang, and made purchases 
and secured quarters for the night in the large inn of 
the place. After he had consumed a piece of bread 
and a pitcher of water as his Good Friday repast, he 
retired to the small chamber that had been assigned 
him> where he soon fell asleep. 

About midnight noise and riot occurred. At the 
lower end of the place a fire was in full blaze. The 
alleys were crowded with strange forms on foot, on 
horseback, and in carriages. Dark men, aimed to 
the teeth, thronged in the houses in order to gain 
possession of them. The enemy was in their midst. 
Our Waldbauer, seizing his axe, wanted to join ia the 
fray in the street ; but it was too late. They were 
pouring in already through the gate, and hehad^arcely 
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time to fly to his chamber for refuge. Tlirough a 
crack in the door he could look into the large adjoining 
room, where what corresponded to the 'general staff 

of the enemy had pitched their quarters. There were 
eight or ten of them, men with prominent cheek 
bones, bent swords, half in oriental garb, with long 
feathers in their turbans and heavy pistols at their 
belts. They sat on tables and on]^the floor with their 
legs folded under them, and were eating raw meat, 
which they tore with their teeth, making loud noises, 
and laughing hke the neighing of horses. The room 
was ht red by the smoking splinters. Gradually 
it became quieter ; and they seemed to be holding a 
council of war, several languages being intermingled, 
amongst others broken German. The man from Wald- 
badital thus overheard them agree to push on into 
the mountains early next morning and to attack a 
hut in the wood where the forces of the district would 
be assembled. By treachery they seemed to have 
found out everything. From the ambush of a gorge 
they planned to surround the hut with a superior 
force, put hre to it, and massacre the^en inside ; but it 
seemed as if the guides who were going to lead them 
had escaped. 

Hirthauser had heard enough. He thought of 
pushing in hot haste through the night to Waldbachtal, 
to the Hochschlag Knechthut, in order to warn the 
men of their danger. But while trying to leave the. 
inn by the gate, he was pushed back by the sentries 
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with the butt ends of their muskets. Two men in 
red trousers seized him and dragged hun back to the 
$tafi in the large room. At first the yelling crew wanted 
to string him up over the open hearth, but a man 
with a Magyar beard curled in a martial fashion, who 
spoke a mixture of Turkish, Hungarian, and German, 
prevented it. Judging by the pointed Alpine hat 
of the peasant that he came from the mountains, the 
Magyar of the beard asked the prisoner in broken 
German whether he knew the large hut that stood in 
the wilderness, Hochschlag Knechthut by name. Yes, 
he knew it, Hirthauser conceded. "Then," rephed 
the other, *'he could save his head and earn a bag of 
coppers. He was to accompany them and show them 
the way to that hut. "I will do that gladly," an- 
swered Hirthauser. As he spoke his eyes are said 
to have gleamed mightily. 

In the morning at first cock-crow they started for 
Waldbachtal, the peasant not going along the 
quick road as he had thought to, with baskets filled 
with goods, but at the head of a large troop of curious 
beings, Hungarian and Slav mercenaries, Turkish 
Janissaries, gypsies, and other vagrants in rags, or 
clothed in what they had lighted upon by chance, and 
armed with all kinds of weapons. Some had been on 
horseback, and had to remain behind ; the great mass 
streamed along the banks of the river over the slopes 
and rotten stiles, and con\ ersed m low tones as all 
noise was prohibited. Hirthauser had to go on in 



Digitized by 



EASTER 



X57 



front as guide, two bony Janissaries leading him with 

ropes, so that he might not escape. 

After about two hours, they came to the wall of 
Fock that stands out prominently in the wood, and 
behind which two streams meet. The one on the 
right comes from Waldbachtal, that on the left from 
the narrow gorges of Schattwande. Turning to the 
left» Hirthauser cast a hasty look through the dark 
fir-tops towards Walbachtal standing in the morning 
light. A sorrowful look, for well he knew that it was 
farewell. 

The waters came rushing from Schattwande, wild 
and greyish, foaming and raging between the slabs 
of rocks. On the banks the grass was turning green 
and the primroses were growing on the overhanging 
mountains. It was spring. Over the dark tree- 
tops the rocky walls were alight with the golden 
morning sun. On the stones lay masses of snow which 

at that tmie of year are wont to descend rapidh'. Easter 
Saturday. Hirthauser thought of the peace at the 
grave of our Lord. 

The path was becoming worse and the gorge wilder, 
and the horde angrier and more impatient. The 
crooked swords, hatchets, axes, short swords and long 
muskets rattled against one another, and weird curses 
increased at every step. The Magyar with pointed 
beard approached Hirthauser, and seizing him by the 
shoulder asked, Whither away, yon dog ? *' 
To Hochsdilag Knechthut, General** 
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" Woe betide you if you show us the wrong way»'* 
the other answered, gnashing his teeth, and made at 

the same time a menacing gesture towards the knife 
at his belt. 

know the way," the man from Waibachtal 
answered, as th^ stumbled on through haunts of 
game. Hirthauser reckoned how many hours he 
would have to lead the enemy astray, until the men 
in the large hut had dispersed, or could have armed. 

"It is not easy to get at Hochschlag Knechthut," 
said he to the man with the pointed beard. Do you 
see it there between the walls." Two chamois 
paths lead up to it. The Knechthut stands at the 
back on the meadow. In three hours we can be there.*' 
Get on» Swabian.*' 

" You are leading me with ropes,'* replied Hirt- 
hauser ; " if you do not trust me, why do you follow 
me. 

The other felt for his knife again just as if he would 

say, " Tliis is our security ; beware lest you betray us.'* 
The extraordinary procession marched up the 
mountain amidst the rivulets flowing between the 
masses of rocks, and over trees that, felled by the wind, 
had become interlaced. The clumsy way in which 
these foreigners climbed showed that none of them 
had ever set foot in Alpine parts before. Only a couple 
of beardless yeUow-faced sons of the Caucasus ran 
on with the agility of cats. Hirthauser bent down to 
drink at a spring which came from a mossy rock. His 
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moath was parched, and his heart infinitely sad. Only 

last summer he had brought his six year old little son 
to this wilderness to see the chamois, and they had 
rested beside this spring. Thunder rolled hem over the 
gorges, so that the earth quaked, and the dust rose 
horn an avalanche. The guide was violently pulled 
by the ropes so that he should lead them away from 
this region of destruction. The slopes went steeply 
upwards and the water trickled down over the 
pale turf from the masses of snow which lay high 
up on the summit. A warm soft air came from the 
mountains in the mid-day heat. From the brown 
Schattwander^ the pointed peaks of which stretched 
towards the heavens^ large grey birds came Aying 
and circling round, with thdr wings stiffly outstretched, 
their snorting forms hungry for prey. The troop of 
fighters got absolutely out of hand. Some stumbled 
and rolled down the tull, others fell deep in the snow, 
and others again lay exhausted on the stones. High 
up a dark cloud appeared, a whistling, and a roar ; 
and the giant avalanche slid downwards towards the 
ab3^s. Part of the enemy were buried beneath it, 
the rest, who had only been thrown to the ground, 
recovered their courage. Many of them fell on 
Hirthauser, accusing him of having led them to de- 
struction. Whereupon the Waldbach peasant is said 
to have shrugged his shoulders and not spoken a word 
again. Then they raised a terrible uproar, and in 
hollow, angry tones, in many tongues or with shrill 
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screams, with weeping and cuising, they demanded the 

death of the traitor. No trial, no sentence. Without 
further ado they dragged the man up on to tiio rocky 
ridge and hurled him over the precipice. In falling, 
so the story is told, Hirthauser stretched out his arms 
in the direction of Walbachtal and gave vent to a 
joyous cry. Later on the man with the pointed 
beard, who had remained behind buried in the snow, 
came up to them. What had happened was not to his 
hking. He climbed round the rocks, clambered down 
to the.spot where Hirthauser lay on some flat stones, 
smashed to atoms. A Magyar keeps his word," said 
he, gnashing his teeth, and drove his knife through the 
breast of the corpse. 

With great difficulty and the loss of many a life, 
the foreign horde is said to have descended and found 
its way out of the stony desert. They troubled them- 
selves not at all about their dead comrades, nor had 
they any farther desire to seek Hocbschlag-Knecht. 
They disappeared from the district, and the inhabitants 
of Waldbachtal were spared the invasion. 

A 'song is still sung in Waldbachtal of which the 
last verse runs : 

The Savioiir He lay 

All on a cold stKxne, 

Down the aogela came, 

And to Heaven they boce Ifim. 

So the hero still lives in the hearts of the people. 
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where his memory has kindled many a joyful sacrifice, 
and will kindle many another. May we not say then 
of this martyr : He is risen and walks beneath the palm^ 
trees? 



XX 
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WHITSUNTIDE 

I AM a child of the world. Not one of those who 
have the world in its power, but one of those 
whom the world has in its power. Sometimes when 
a holy festival comes round, I take my soul from 
its prison-house, blow the dust from its feathers, set 
it on my outstretched hand, and try if it can fly away. 
Sometimes it flies as high as the tree-tops, drdes 
round them once or twice, spies how much higher it 
is from there to Heaven, and then flutters downwards 
to the earth I Higher flights it camiot mzke, it is 
hke a bird that has lived too long in a cage. 

Fortunately, there is another bird that can soar 
infinitely higher, or infinitely lower, from the high 
Heavens down to the lowly earth. If he did not come 
to me, I could not go to him. A real vexation how 
our earthly plumage is always mud-encrusted, and 
how we are always homesick for the things below 
us, instead of for those above us. The scientists call 
it gravity, but it should more properly be called a 
*^ dragging down.'' And all at once we see a white 
bird fluttering in the blue sky, like a white flower- 
bloom — dove. 

in 
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The Holy Ghost has appeared to men in two forms^ 

as a dove and as a flame : as a symbol of purity and 
as a symbol of glowing inspiration. One evening 
the Viigin was in her bedchamber. An angd came 
to her and a dove. One day the Son of Man knelt by 
the river, and the Herald in the wilderness poured 
water on His head and a dove circled in the bright 
light of the sky. One day, aft^ then: Master had 
vanished, and the bereaved disciples were despair- 
ing, tongues of flame descended on their heads from 
Heaven. Since poor sensuous beings think and live 
only through their senses, something visible must 
interpose. God the Father is an honourable old man 
with a white beard, God the Son a handsome youth 
with the Cross ; those figures should remain in the 
form most familiar to us — the human form. The 
Holy Ghost should represent the invisibihty of God, 
and that is a more difficult task. It has been enveloped 
in fleeting forms, in the swift bird, in the flasliing 
flame. And most men have received only the form 
and not the spirit. Moreover, the Holy Ghost has 
never been quite as popular as the Father and Son. 
Churches and chapels of the Holy Ghost are found 
in the land. On Whitsmiday we look up to the ceil- 
ing of the church and see how through a hole the 
wooden dove with outspread wings is let down by a 
cord. The dove appears in a wreath of artiflcial roses 
in the fonn of a cross, and in the form of a disc it 
hangs in the church until late in the autunm. I have 
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heard that in some districts it is the custom on Whit- 
sunday to take a live dove to Churdi and let it fly 

during the service. People often hang one, cut or 
folded in paper^ over the table in their homes ; but if 
it is like anything geological at all, it rather resembles 
a giant butterfly than a bird. Very httle can be done 
to make the invisible visible, or with a guide who is 
to be followed without being seen. The beiief of 
people of the lower classes is often more material than 
sceptical, they believe only what they see. They 
are unable to beUeve in the ^irit and in the truth, 
and so the Church has to meet them with visible tokens. 

The tongue of flame is much less popular than the 
dove. But perhaps a sort of symbol of the Holy 
Ghost is to be seen in the flame of the Whitsuntide 
candle. But it is not apparent. The flame is more 
apt to remind people of the poor souls in Hell. And 
if a man burnt his finger, he would be likely to say : 

VHaeiw ! the fire is hot. How much hotter it must 
be in hell." It is much easier for the flame to remind 
them of Hell than of Heaven. 

The country people appeal to the Holy Ghost to 
strengthen their belief, their grasp of things, and their 
memory ; school-children, therefore, specially pray 
to it. " The Holy Ghost can make people clever ! " 
they say, thinking less of ethical wisdom than of a 
more useful cleverness. Many pray to the Holy Ghost 
before undertaking some work or concluding som^ 
business* and it has sometimes happened that the 
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help of the Holy Ghost is invoked to overreach the 

other side. 

I dare not dispute that the Holy Ghost can, on 
occasion, become visible to men, more especially as 

it once appeared to me, but nut as a dove or a flame, 
but as an old grimy charcoal-burner. It was at a 
time when certain people began to insult me for my 
' views, to scoff at and to slander me. I did not consider 
that it was the world's custom and I was mortally 
mihappy. Bewildered and forlorn, I wandered about 
tiie neighbourhood and suffered indescribably. It 
seemed to me that I was abandoned by everything. 
Then I remembered a saying of my mother's: If 
3^u are in difficulties and you can get no comfort 
from the world, pray to the Holy Ghost. I did so, 
but it availed nothing, and my wrongs burnt like 
heU-fire in my heart. Then one day I met Hiesel, 
the old charcoal-burner in the wood. I had known 
him from my childhood, and liked him very much, 
he was so simple-minded, and at the same time so 
wise. 

** Now then, Master Peter," he began to address 
me, " what the matter that we look so sad ? Is 
it all true then ? Nobody believes what you tell 
them ? " 

So I saw that he knew all. 

"My dear Matthias,*' I answered, "when they 
make a man out to be so bad ..." I could not say 
any more. 
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Then he drew nearer to me. ** If my hands weren't 

so black," he said, and held them away from me. 

But I shall wash on Satoxday, and then I shall be 
white again. They have made yon black, bat you 
needn't wash, you are still ^vhite. See, you mustn't 
be so sad. They can do no good and no ill with their 
talkuig. To do right in the eyes of the people yon 
must put out of your head, but to do what seems to 
you right will give you peace. Otherwise you*il have 
none all your days. Be glad that you suffer inno- 
cently and not guiltily. And you must be weak. See 
what our Master had to go through. And do not hate 
your enemies so much. To-day they are and to* 
morrow they are not. Go your wsys in peace, and if 
you meet an enemy and wish to inflict an injury on 
him, inflict on him some good deed, then he will be 
ashamed and you can laugh. Good*bye, good-bye ! 
No offence. Master Peter ! '* 

Then he hurried o& up the shady forest path. I 
felt like shouting for joy, my heart was so light and 
glad, and it occurred to me : that was a Visitation of 
the Holy Ghost. 

When I went home in the evening children were 
playing by the village brook, and one, a little four- 
year old boy, satin the middle of the rickety wooden 
bridge and swung to and fro. I knew the boy, he 
belonged to a Mend of mine. My most fervent wish 
was : If only he would fall into the water ! God, 
if only he would fall into the water, so that I could 
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poll him out and shoir his father that token of my 
Christian km. Bttt the child did not faU into the 

water. The Holy Ghost from the 'charcoal-burner's 
hut would have said : Ho I ho 1 Master Peter« your 
Christian will is not much use if it needs so much 
water to work it." But it often happens that vanity 
and hope oi reward ruins the best resolutions ; if 
the Holy Ghost lets men out of its sig^t for a single 
moment— —splash . 

Only those who already have it truly and sincerely 
seek the Holy Ghost. The old weaver Sebastll 
Who in the district still 'remembers the busy little 
man with the big hump ! The old man was so bent that 
the upper part of his body was almost horizontal, so 
that — ^^en he was not dtting on his weaver's stool — 
he always ran very fast, and got out of breath, and 
wiped the perspiration from his face with a piece of 
blue sacking. He was very industrious, had constant 
work» and yet brought home so Uttle money that his 
family were almost starving. He spent nothing on 
himself, had even given up his snufi and his glass of 
wine on Sundays. The Chapel of the Holy Ghost 
stood on the outskirts, and Sebastl often knelt on the 
stone step in front of the entrance gate and prayed 
fervently. The innkeeper, passing by one day, said 
to bim: "Now, master Weaver, do you want to 
become cleverer than you are already, that you pray 
so much to the Holy Ghost ? " 

Sebastt had finished his prayer. So he got up, 
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wiped llie dost trom his knees with the flat of his 

Land, p"-:t his cap on lui neck ^ii \vo-J.d not have 
remained on his head) and answered the innkeeper : 
" Certainly I must pray to beoiMiie deFoer and with 
God's help to rid myself of my buiden.'* 

*• What bm'den have you beside your himip ? " 
asked the jolfy landlord. 

** Oh, boiden enoQfiii ! While wife and diildren live 
in misery and \s'ant at home, I come here and fritter 
away all my hard-earned gains." 

^' Fritter them away ! How do yon manage that ? 
It's over a year now since you bou|^t a single pint of 
wine irom me.'* 

Ah no ! not on myself, not on myself/' rephed the 
weaver. I do not spend it on myself. Bat I am 
so weak, so very weak. If I meet poor folk, my God ! 
there's enough for them, sick men, hali-naked children 
with want staring out of their eyes. That affects 
me deeply, and I must loosen my piu-se-strings. I pity 
them so much. And meanwhile my own family 
starves. I have just jurayed to the Holy Ghost to 
harden my heart, bnt I can't stop it, and I albw 
the first blind beggar I meet in the street to plunder 
my bag ! " 

The innkeeper remembered this and often told it 

me afterwards. The poor good weaver, in whose 
nature it lay to practise love of his neighbour so liter- 
ally prayed to the Holy Ghost for hardness of heart. 
The Holy Ghost had kog set up its dwellmg in his 
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heart and was not to be ousted so easily. The devil 
cannot be driven out through Beelzebub, and much 

less can the Holy Ghost be driven out by calling on 
the Holy Ghost. I do not know how things progressed 
with the poor weaver's family, but I can scarcely 
believe they came to rum. Had Sebastl gambled 
and drunk away the money which he gave to the poor* 
then, probably, his family would have come to ruin. 
God sometimes lets His children starve a little, but 
never perish. Fin de sUde, you smile in a superior 
way. Could you manage things better ? 

In the meantime the Holy Ghost has flown to a 
warmer chmate. The modem man can no longer be 
tender-hearted or capable of enthusiasm. He is 
always excited and never aglow. He has always 
ideas and never ideals. The dove has flown away, 
the flame is smoky. What now stands for an ideal 
is merely interest in some material good, or in some 
solid worldly advantage. That would not be so bad 
if anything good came of it. There is a great deal of 
misunderstanding in the world, but nothing is so grossly 
misunderstood as the Divine Spirit. Of the dove 
they have only the cooing, and they fire off cannon 
with the flame. Then when Whitsunday comes we 
remember higher things, and celebrate the Holy Ghost 
by a good dinner. And that the sin may taste better, 
people. Usten to me, the preacher of penitence, at Wliit- 
suntide. That is Ash Wednesday salt fish after the 
Carnival banquet. And that the preadier of repent- 
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ance may not be too ridiculous he shall tell you some- 
thing amusing. 

It is said that at Whitsuntide, in Upper St3aia, the 
witches go round the pastures and milk the C0Wi* 
udders* Ouce Franz went out with Us gun and 

saw a dark form squatting under a cow. Franz 
shouldered his gun and hred. The cow fell^ the dark 
form continued squatting there, and was a small 
juniper-bush. From that day they called Franz the 
witch-hunter. He put up with the sco£&ng, but was 
always terribly sorry for the cow ; the poor animal, 
said thescoffers, died of a sudden attack of rheumatism.^ 

Quite another kind of witch-hunter was KiHan, the 
woodman of Gossenbach. The women-folk in the 
district were agreed that there had not been so hand- 
some a man since Adam. They could only have seen 
Adam in pictures, and how the national costume of 
Faradise could be compared with that of the Styrian 
hunter can only be discovered by consulting the 
beauties of Gossenbach. 

Among the beauties was one who thought very little 
of Kilian. She did not speak of him, she did not 
look at him if they chanced to meet — ^nay, she candidly 
confessed that such meetings were distasteful to her. 
When the woodman kaint that Magerl was so Htterly 

> The author uses here an obsolete German word, Hexen- 
sehu$s. Literally translated* it would be "witch's shot," 
Imt it repiesented the idiom used in the text of the English 
tfaosIatiofL 
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hostile to him he naturally began to hate her. And 
the hatred grew greater from day to day. The lad 

could neither eat nor sleep for sheer hate of Magerl, 
and if he shot at a hawk» he hit a cock. Now he knew 
what it was : he was bewitched. Magerl had done 
him the mischief, the young witch. He only waited 
an opportunity to be revenged on her. The oppor- 
tunity came at Whitsuntide. It was the custom in 
that neighbourhood for a lad on whom a girl had looked 
with disfavour or whom they wished to scorn, to hang a 
scarecrow made^of straw and rags before their window. 
When Magerl opened her lovely eyes, and thought, To- 
day is Whitsunday, I must see what sort of weather 
it is," she saw a hideously ugly creature hanging 
from a cherry tree opposite her window. At first she 
thought it was one of those whom she had bantered. 
But when she saw it was intended as an everlasting 
insult to her, she gave a wild cry as though some one 
had stabbed her in the breast. Then she began to 
weep in a heart-broken manner. The woodman, who 
lay hidden beneath the window, heard the weeping, 
and he was overcome and undone. He was one of 
those who could see no woman weep, and least of all 
a girl whom he had hated so deeply. He had only 
meant to tease her a Uttle with the old joke, and now 
pity taught him that this mutual, fearful hate — ^was 
fearful love ! And that same Whitsuntide morning 
they came to an understanding— proper and lasting. 
I have always maintained that the inindpal dxar- 
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acteristicaf tnie]oveisi»ty: tfaesensespot Hie wheel 
togeflier, p:^y yi\s on tbe tire. 

Our 50ul, in its Wmtsun joy, ftie5 upward to Heaven 
to seek love. But intoxicated with earthly pleasmes 
it is soon dragged bade into the dost, and in the dost 

is found p.ty— the ir.oit ^lu table giitoi tiie Holy Ghost 
lor us children oi sutlenng. 
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SUNDAY 



^HE law has decreed that henceforward the people 



-i^ are to have more complete rest on Smidays, 
and that employers iivili no longer be allowed to make 

what use they please of their workpeople on Sun- 

That is as it should be. The unceasing chase after 

money, and for money and on account of money, has 
long filled me with horror. Man does not Uve by 
bread alone, and so much the less when he does not 
often have time to eat it. So God be praised we 
have Sunday again. 

But another anxiety^assails me. We have Sunday but 
we have no soul for it. Since we toil six days a week 
for our material life, the religious temperament is 
obscured. Other things, too, both worldly and spiritual, 
have caused our love for and susceptibility to worship 
to become weak, and now— what are we to do with 
Sunday if we have no soul for it ? 

Formerly it was desired : Give the soul a Sunday ! 
To-day we cry : Give Sunday a soul ! 

Sunday must possess the spirit of the sun, other- 
wise I prefer a working day. The working day has a 
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soul, even if it's a very worldly one ; but a worldly one 
is better than none. The day of rest/ That is too 
little. To eat, drink, lie down and stretch the limbs, 
that is no Sunday to my mind. That everything 
earned during the week shall find its way down the 
throat with shouting, swaggering, gambling, brawl- 
ing — ^for an crime springs from sensuality — that is no 
Sunday to my mind. I once said quite plainly that I 
prefer a man who works ten times to one who idles. 

And yet I welcome you, oh law of Sunday rest, and 
only say to you : you make far too many exceptions. 
You close the big front door, but you open or leave 
open many back doors, through which people can slip 
into the workshop or the market or the street. It is 
all right, but there must be no compulsion ; my mother 
often said, you cannot force people to love, or to go to 
Heaven. I know that the devil stands ready with the 
policeman to drive us to church on Sundays with 
their weapons ; but our clergy must learn to protect 
religion from such a disgrace. Now I am clear: I 
want a Sunday, on which every man shall, of liis own 
free will, lay aside his daily work, and turn to recreation 
and a nobler spiritual life. 

But the spirit of the age ! Since you have given the 
workman a Sunday, you must also give him a behef . 
You must help him to have a moral outlook, belief in 
the good, the beautiful and the everlasting must 
help him to raise himself ; then he can use the Sunday. 
Give him as much knowledge as you please, only do 
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not imagine that knonvledge can be a substitate for 

faith. 

It is, however, very difficult to give any one a faith, 
it comes to a man through his bringing up in child- 
hood, through his own being ; he is convinced and is 
familiar with the experience, and whether he will or 
wiU not, he is there or he is not there. Faith is the 
knowledge of the heart. For him who has it, faith is 
of practical value, like youth or health or any intel- 
lectual talent ; for it makes him morally strong, and 
renders the world beautiful for him. He who cannot 
dispute it must also admit that to take a man's faith 
hrom him is the same as injuring his health, as taking 
away the support and tools with which he maintains 
himself and might have influenced his fellow-men for 
good. Take away the crutches from a partially lame 
man because "walking without crutches is more 
dignified you do him no good, for without the 
crutches he falls down. 

Many forms of religious worship have terrible 
excrescences and parasites, and it is difficult for those 
who recognize them to have sufficient sc If-denial not 
to desire to knock them off with a club made from 
God^s tree of religion. But that is dangerous. Faith 
is not a tree in a cultivated garden, but a tree in the 
wilderness. Faith is a tree which with illiterate folk 
does not grow straight up to Heaven, but more often 
rather creeps along the ground. The more it is treed 
from the material and spuitualized, the more it loses 
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in glad power over the people. There is in human 
nature a far greater need for a religious belief than for 
an ordered state» or comprehension of the universe, 
or progress in technical knowledge. The desire for 

the beautiful even more than the desire for the good 
is a fruitful cause of the need for religion. 

Faith does not give a man knowledge, but ^e 
enjoyment of an inward vision. And religious wor- 
ship does not appeal to the mtellect, but to tlie senses, 
and causes enjoyment. Belief is a life of the heart 
and not of the mind, and has the power of making 
men happy already on earth. 

I mean here belief in a Personal God, in immortality ; 
but I mean also behef in nature, in mankind, in the 
victory of human good on earth, belief in progress, 
jn art. I mean every ^belief which is strong, which 
guides and encourages and blesses activity, and influ- 
ences the life of man. No belief as such is inmioral^ 
and no morality is without behef. 

I say in this sense : you must leave men their beUef . 
And to those who have lost it, you must give a sub- 
stitute. Those whose souls arc dead, cynics, those 
who are indifferent, cannot use Sunday, or they make 
an absurdity of it. 

I do not turn to the priests when I say : the work- 
men have got Sunday, now give them belief in and a 
soul for Sunday. I do not turn to the priests, be- 
cause what the priests can offer is only of value to 
those who— if we may say so — still possess a behef in 
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worship. He in whose heart this is no longer a living 
power causes the mass and doctrinal teaching to sink still 
lower; he will feel scorn and disgust for it. This is a 
fact and nobody can help it. We can, if need be, force 
ourselves into a sort of behef in the Church, and be 
ecstatic over it ; but the inborn, childlike faith, that 
is Hie truth, never comes. It is at best a patchwork, a 
pitiable makeshift, and which neither makes a man 
happy within nor outwardly strong. When on a Sunday 
afternoon I see a peasant girl read in her prayer-book* 
I walk past cautiously , so as not to disturb her. Her 
prayers would probably not edify me, but they con- 
cern her and not me, and the fact that her hope is 
strengthened through prayer is worth something to 
her. And if a little old woman pours holy water over 
the graves of her dear ones in the cemetery, believing 
that she is thereby mitigating the torments of Purga- 
tory, I recognize in this superstition a power which 
can still heart-ache. The little old woman can do 
good with it to her dear departed and at Uie same 
time to herself. Can I do this ? 

Yet it the one belief is lost man is not therefore 
also lost ; another ideal can take the place of the old 
<nie. Many a man is rdigious without knowing it ; 
many a man swears, so to say, by God that he is an 
atheist. 

To whom then must I turn with my request that 

a faith may be given to the workman and a soul to 
his Sunday ? I apply to the employers, to school- 

12 
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masters, to popular unions, to men of letters, to artists : 
ail of you ind others who have power and opportunity 
and good will, give the milkman something for his 
Sunday, make his Sunday-rest'an enjoyment in a higher 
sense, strengthen the hfe of his mmd and of his heart, 
arouse his interest in and love for hmnan ideals, and 
if you do those things you give him a belief. 

There are many ways of attaining this. I point out 
one which has already been tried here and there. A 
rich manufacturer constructs a Sunday house for hia 
workmen — he can call it a Casino if that will make 
them more willing to enter it — they may also use it in 
their leisure hours on a weekday. The house contains 
a reading-room, a larger one for games, music and 
lectures. They meet in this hall on a Sunday after- 
noon. Popular speakers, who understand how to treat 
Interesting and taking subjects in an entertaining 
way> are got to come. The workman takes more in- 
terest,'and understands more than is generally thought. 
Only the subject must be put before him accurately, 
clearly and simply. He is in no mood to be taught 
with pedagogic ponderousness and professorial dullness. 
He must be allowed to join. in the discussion and to 
bring f(^ward his opinion and experiences. 

Here the Yoimg Men's Roman Cathohc Associations 
ofiEer a model not to be despised. Only a little more 
room for free opinion. In Lower Austria there are 
Peasants* Unions. On Sunday, after evening service, 
the villagers meet in a house, give or listen to short 
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practical lectures, discuss what is going on in the 
world and political subjects, read aloud short stories 
and poems, relate amtising anecdotes, have music 
and singing, and at the same time — for those whose 
custom it is — drink their Sunday pint. Sometimes 
an entertaining guest comes from the neighbourhood, 
sometimes a wandering teacher ; the priest and 
the schoolmaster are also of the number, and thus 
time passes in the most agreeable way. And one can 
mount even higher. 

He who prefers tlie open air — ^so mucli the better, 
nature is a great teacher and educator oi the human 
heart. It will not be much longer before the feeling 
for nature, the love of touring, will seize the mill-hand, 
buried in the dust of dark workshops, as they have 
seized the more educated classes — and it would be a 
good sign. It would not be so much conscious joy in 
mountain, forest and field, but rather instinct, which 
would at first drive him out into the free open air. 
Once outside, he would go again and again, would 
become familiar with natural objects, and would 
gradually come to comprehend their grandeur and 
their beneficent influence on mankind. Thus the work- 
man would be on the road to a higher spiritual life. 

Working people ought to obtain enlightenment 
according to their profession and according to the 
times — they have to co-operate in the great task of 
culture and civilization, and those who work must 
also be consulted^-but one thing I must emphasise 
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again and again : the originally ideal power of faith, 
where it still exists, must not be sacrificed to enlighten- 
ment^even among these people. To he a good man^ 
living in peace with himself and others ; to he a loyal 
father of a family, a respected citizen ; to work with 
love and skill, and so in his way to add to the useful- 
ness of ihe whole^we ought not to ask more of any 
man. 

What is the use of making of him a restless, brooding 
man of miscellaneous knowledge ? 

For the winter Sundays m tiie towns I know some- 
thing particularly delightful — cheap matin6es in the 
theatres for the people. I already hear the outcry : 
That's it, to Ihe theatre instead of to church, that's 
the new rehgion. Well, it's the new and also the old 
religion — grand examples in the Good and the 
Beautiful. Have you ever had anything better ? 
That only the great works of great poets should be 
represented goes without saying ; we have many 
that the people can understand and perhaps enjoy 
with more devotion and deeper receptivity than the blas6 
cavaher. What is sometimes too good for the latter 
is perhaps good enough for the people. One of our 
most esteemed actors had once the idea of giving free 
readings for the poor people in the Knights' Hall at 
Graz on Simdays, both serious and humorous pieces 
of a good kind. I intended once to get up such read- 
ings in Graz. They laughed in our faces, saying the 
raiU-hands preferred sitting in the taverns with their 
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sweethearts to sitting in lecture-halls ; they did not 
want to be entertained by educated men, they could 
entertain themselves. The tavern is the accursed 
cancer which makes it doubtful if Sunday rest will 
not do more harm than good. Government ! why do 
3^u tolerate this unrestrained tavern life ? Why do 
you forbid apothecaries to sell poisons to indiscriminate 
buyers and yet leave those homes of poison — the 
taverns— open ? You decree Sunday rest : is its 
holy spirit to be alcohol ? 
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CHURCH MUSIC IN THE VILLAGE 

SOME time ago, during a summer trip through 
western Styria I assisted at the Sunday service 
in a village church. In great noisy town churches 
God is not always to be spoken to when I feel the desire 
to approach Him. But in peaceful village churches, 
among a devout congregation and moving singing* the 
Lord sometimes descends to me. This time it was 
otherwise. It may be that my soul was not pK feared ; 
the church was decidedly not. Rubbish ky in the 
comers of the rotten wooden floor. The altars and 
pictures were covered with dust, which rose to one's 
nose instead of incense. Faded and crushed paper- 
flowers were carelessly tied to the candlesticks, the 
candles were put in crookedly. The untidily spread 
altar-cloth was stained and dirty. The curtains of 
the fine Gothic windows were partly in holes and rolled 
up awry» so that they covered the walls sideways and 
let in the bright ^^.in through the windows, which 
almost brutally clashed with the dim religious light. 
The dais before the altar was crooked so that the 

tabemade was entirely concealed torn a great part 

m 
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of the people on the benches. A torn piece of one of 

the numerous but badly placed banners hung into the 
font so that it was wet; in short, it was slovenly 
management. Was the priest or the vetger responsible? 
The parish is poor : that is no excuse. There should 
at least be the ornaments of poverty : cleanliness and 
order. In the sennon the priest spoke of the blessings 
of cleanliness and order, but in such a general way that 
the verger, who during the sermon was occupied with 
the rusty censer was certainly the last to take the hint. 
Perhaps the priest did not like to be more pointed, for 
the verger is a pompous fellow and quite capable of 
throwing his ill-paid office at the pnest's head. 

What the verger did badly the leader of the choir 
tried to make good. He was the schoolmaster and bur- 
dened with musical talent. For musical talent, practised 
when the means are lacking, becomes a veritable source 
of general danger. He uses unheard of means to 
satisfy his desire. 

The good intentions of the choirmaster of the church 
in respect to a mass of Haydn were touching. That 
is classical music such as the cathedrals have none 
better on Easter Sunday. But, great God, how the 
mass was performed by the village choir ! The orches* 
tra consisted of the organ, two shrill wind instruments, 
a wliinmg clarionet, a noisy drum and a fiddle which 
caused my nerves the tortures of hell. A thick-necked 
peasant boy and an elderly prima donna from the cow- 
shed sang the Latin text— it was dreadful. God 
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doubtless pardoned them, He must be accustomed to 
these good people and bad musidans. But poor me, 

with my mortal ears ! Yet I managed to hold out to 
the end, trying with gentle persuasion to explain to the 
saints that this cat's music was really meant for the 
most beau til Lil, most elevating work of art. Probably 
the devout congregation were edified, for not one of 
them looked pained, except a little old man who 
twisted his wrinkled face a little at the shrillest sounds 
of the trumpets, and at the worst screechmg of the 
fiddle. When at last the gloiy of the instrumental 
part of the mass was over, and only the organ sounded 
softly, it was like balm to my wounds. But at the 
conclusion, when at the Holy, holy, holy, of the last 
Benediction, nobody expected there was anything 
worse to come, came a musical Latin Tantum ergo, 
which in its horrible violence outdid everything that 
had preceded. It was purely and simply club-blows 
and knife-stabbings on the t3nnpanimi! Unfortu- 
nately I am not musical enough to point out the tech- 
nical faults of the unmusical rendering of this Tanium 
efgOt but I can calmly swear that the thing was mon- 
strous. If it had not been in church, on a solemn occa- 
sion, I could not have imagined that it was meant 
to be music at all. A couple of swallows who had 
made their nest in an aisle, fairly distant from the 
catastroplie, suddenly fluttered about and darted 
in anguish and confusion to and fro from the walls, 
till one escaped into the open air through a broken 
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window pane, while the other in despair fell into the 

cobwebs behind a picture. And these innocent little 
creatures have not even grasped all. How the Latin 
text was broaght out and pronounced by these children 
of nature beggars description. It was barbaric. 
After the service the choinnaster stepped up to me 
in the square before the church and his rather self- 
conscious bearing made me suppose that he expected 
praise. I like to give my fellow-creatures harmless 
pleasure, but this time it was a question of high treason 
to Church music. When nothing came he said : 
What one can do m a village ? But it costs much 
trouble and work to get so far. It costs trouble and 
work I And the same trouble and work not only in 
this one church orchestra, the same trouble and work, 
and an ocean of good-wHl, in many other village 
churches — ^with the same result. 

But nothing is heard about it. Nobody complains, 
and yet there are assuredly numbers of people with 
musical feeling in the country. Am I the only unfor- 
tunate being whose taste is so godforsaken that he 
feels beauty as ugliness ? But I cannot help it. My 
homely reason and my ears,thirstmg for sweet harmony, 
are too often martyrized in the world for me to be able 
to keep it to myself any longer. To speak plainly : 
in my opinion, and accordmg to my feeling, long com- 
plicated pieces of music, and above all the Latin text, 
are an impossibility in village churches. 

In former times they were less strict, and German 
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hymns were song and Gexman music played, in German 
village dmrdifft, things within readi of the capacity 

of the people. All at once cajne in our coimtiy a 
strict decree that Latin should be smig at the hturgical 
service, even amongst peasants, shqftods and wood- 
cotters! ! 

The organ with popular singing is the fit mnsic 
for cor village churches* It ofoght to be coltivated, 
the village can do something in that direction, bat in 
no other ! The people are fond of singing, especially 
in the mountains, and possess, as we know, good voices, 
oot of which something nu^t be made. And it is 
above all a qoestimi of leconqnering in the Church the 
field for singing in German at high mass which has 
been so pitifully lost 

Our churches do not only belong to the Roman 
CathoUc clergy, they belong also to the state, to the 
German conununity, to the people. They are an heir- 
loom from our forefathers, they not only served for 
the Confession of the Creed/they were the consecrated 
places oi good behaviour, of commmial feeling, of 
reverence and of art* 



Chapter VIII 
PRAYER AND THE COUNTRY 



HE Power of Prayer ! A world-power, with which 



one reckons far too little. And yet it cannot 
be denied, nor is it denied, even by freethinkers. For 
they know the effect of auto-suggestion. What a man 
thinks continually, says to himself continually, desires 
continually, he strives for until he reaches it. One 
who always prays : Lord God, give me wealth ! is 
always endeavouring to acquire wealth, and the more 
fervent his prayer, the more energetic will be his 
striving for wealth, till he actually obtains it. The 
prayer is fulfilled, this time even without God. Or 
when some one prays fervently : Lord God, I am a 
poor sinner! Let me be better, more charitable 
towards the poor, more just towards my brethren, 
grant me the grace that I become more perfect ; help 
me to it, I pray Thee, My God ! If a man ever prays 
like that, with all devotion and 3maming, he must cer- 
tainly possess in life and deed tiie true aspiration to 
improve himself. And so his prayer is fulfilled. 

The unbehever must admit so much. But then he 
must also admit that the man who prays thus believes 
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in Him to whom he prays, and that he believes in the 

fulfilment of what he desires. The greater his devo- 
tion, the stronger wiii be his conMence and strength 
to strive to gain his desire. So prayer becomes an 
efficacious auto-suggestion* which nobody should des- 
pise. And thus prayer, both in the regular exercises 
of individuals and in community, becomes an essential 
means of agitation for it concentrates men*s hearts in 
a definite direction. 

Thus far even the Atheist may confess to the power 
and the influence of prayer. 

But the Christian conceives it in a far higher sense. 
Prayer is a lifting of the spirit and heart to God, an 
enduring submission to Him, a humble laying of the 
boon asked in His hands. The unbeliever has no 
notion of the bliss of a pious man who prays, 
who is at one with his beloved God. The praying 
Christian asks nothing farther in his prayer, he resigns 
himself to the will of God and feels secure and safe. 
And he is truly heard — safe and secure in God ! 

Jesus understood prayer in this sense of improvement 
and of resignation. May I say how He advised us to 
pray ? You will all probably know it ? Or do you not ? 
According to Matthew vi. 9-13 he said— Ye shall 
pray thus : Our Father which art in Heaven. Hal- 
lowed be Thy name. Tliy kingdom come. Thy will 
be done in earth as it is in Heaven. Give us this day 
our daily bread. And forgive us our trespasses as we 
forgive them that trespass against us. And lead us 
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nat into temptaticm, but deliver us from evil. For 

tliinc is the Kingdom, the power and the glory» for 
ever and ever. Amen." 

The Lord's Prayer in the Roman Githolic Church 
differs a little from this version, yet the sense is the 
same. The shght change, however, is not what makes 
the Lord's Prayer valueless in many Roman Catholic 
countries. Yet it is of lesser value. Before I prove 
that fact the divine force which lies in this prayer, 
when spoken with devotionand fervour, must bedemon- 
strated. All the burdens, anxieties and necessities 
of man are laid down in those few words ; all the seven 
prayers glow hke an eternal heavenly fire with hope 
and blessedness* They contain all the humihty of 
mankind, aU^ the goodness and power of God. A 
mysterious solemnity descends upon the heart with 
the very beginning. Our Father which art in Heaven I 
—In the simple dignity of him who prays the words 
sound like music. In happiness and joy they are a 
thank-offering, in trouble and death a heavenly consol- 
ation. The Lord's Prayer is said in the most impor- 
tant and holiest moments of himian life. It is the 
magical spell which we remember in hours of danger 
and of terror; it is the blessidg of Jesus, which the 
righteous speaks in anguish and the sinner in hope. 

We hear tliis prayer every day. Try once to grasp 
it, to penetrate its depths, you will feel its humanity 
with delight and its divinity with a sacred trembling. 

But what do I hear ? 
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Passing by a fannhouse in the Alps at dinner-time 

let us stand still and listen. A swarm of wasps ? 
What does this even drowsy hnmming inside mean ? 
The servants stand or sit round the table, and in a 
stumbling slipshod tone, mechanically and lazily, yet 
with a certain rliythm, they bring out in common the 
following sounds.^ 

It is not only rattled off once, but a second time, a 
third — five times, seven times or oftener, till suddenly 
each of the persons present makes a zig-zag with the 
thumb across the face and rattles off : Name God 
Father Son and Holy Ghost. Amen." 

The stranger who sees and hears is astonished at 
a custom of which he imagines he has never heard. Is 
it a hymn ? Or is it a game ? A joke ? Dear friend, 
it is neither game nor joke. It is the Lord's Prayer ! 

According to the new Church decrees our peasants 
are ordered to sing Latin in the church chmr ; but 
they do not understand high German. Nobody ex- 
pects it of them, and they can say the Lord's Prayer in 
the St3^an, Carinthian or Tyrolese dialect. 

But they do not say Our Father in tlie simple 
easily understood dialect ; it is rather a jargon, un- 
speakably corrupted through numberless, thought- 
less repelitions, which nobody understands, however 
familiar he may be with the popular dialect. It is 

^ Here follows the Lord's Prayer as it would sound when 
spoken very fast in the Styrian dialect. 
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only with great trouble that he can piece together the 
connexion oi the sounds with the original text. 

The Roman Catholic Churdi has associated the 
Lord's Prayer with the Ave Maria. Perhaps there is 
some curiosity to know how that has been murdered 
as lip-prayer. We can hear it daily round us in the 
houses, in the chapels, the[streets. Let the reader learn 
how the 'people, especially in the farm-houses in 
certain parts of the country, say the Avs Maria. It 
is ev^ worse than the Lord's Prayer.^ 

That is the Ave Maria. T tremble to be accused of 
blasphemy on account of the simple rendering. And 
they do this a hundred times a day, and call it- 
praying ! 

We natives know how it is meant, we are accus- 
tomed to it, we scarcely notice it. But I have 
often been deeply ashamed when strangers heard it ; 
at first they were vastly astonished, but finally 
could not even restrain their laughter. How much 
has such praying been jeered at! And it is really 
difficult to keep oneself from it ; only anger or grief 
can suppress the irony. 

If only God understood such prayii^ it would be 
sufficient. But God does not understand it, because 
as a rule the rumble of words does not contain the 
slightest spark of devotion. You may see by looking 
at the people's faces that it is devoid of devotion. 
One stares stupidly in front of him, another looks 

> Here follows the Av$ Maria in dialect, cl. praceding note. 
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greedily at the full dish or moodily at the empty one, 

a third thinks of this or that, a fourth joins in 
sleepily, others quiz each other, and so forth. 

Now 1 hear an argument. Is it better, then, for 
people to go to their meal like the pigs to the trough — 
without the sign of the Cross and without Prayer. Iii 
my opinion it is ahnost better than to desecrate the 
LcHd's Prayerby rattling it off in an irreverent fashion. 
It would be best if people, before and after a meal, Ufted 
their hearts in thanks to the Eternal Father, who 
nourishes all without outward sign, and then thought 
too of those'who are starvmg. 

What I blame here I know by myself. How many 
. thousand times in my youth have I similarly rattled 
off the Lord^s Prayer with my family, without feeling in 
the least devout. But it was called " praying," " pray- 
ing at table," "praying with the Rosary," " Josalm 
praying." On Sundays and hoUdays^ and their vigils, 
^ above-mentioned hmnming is repeated at* home 
as well as in church, or on pilgrimages, at processions, 
at funerals, hf ty, a hundred, yea a thousand times, 
without necessity, without the right mood, without 
even thinking in a fugitive way of the meaning of the 
formula. And that they call praying. For they think 
that the chief thing in praying is the words, and per- 
haps imcovering the head and folding the hands. 
But as they think here that they are praying and 
pray not, so they pray another time, and know it not. 

When the peasant does his hard work for God^s sake. 
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who has decreed that man shaJl be a toiler on the 

earth, that is a real prayer — only he does not know 
it. When the poor old woman sacrifices her grief 
humbly to the good God, whenshe thinks to-day she 
would like to give a piece of bread to a starving brother, 
because the Lord had blessed her with a whole loaf, 
that is a holy prayer — ^but she does not know that she 
prays. Yea, one can even pray during the rattling 
off of the " Psalter ! '* For it often happens that 
one has good thoughts during the recital of that 
I formula; only they are quite different thoughts 
from those contained in the formula. The tongue 
stammers, the hps babble, and yet the soul has its 
peculiar way of raising itself to God during the accus- 
tomed humming. Lip-prayer may even be a certain out- 
ward occasion for prayer, but it is prayer itself in the 
rarest cases. The thoughts and the words have nothing 
in common with each other. The Lord's Prayer in its, 
so to speak, ill-amended form is barren as such, and in 
this corruption something can grow up beside it but 
nothing out of it. 

This is the condition of what is called prapng 
among our country folk. Every one who knows the 
people well from within will andmust agree with me. 

Our good land has been blessed for centuries with 
schools and religious instructions, and the people still 
do not know how to pray. Even the Church does not 
offer them a good example. The sacristan has be- 
come a comic figure to many tiirough the way in which 

13 
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he leads the praying. Amongst the clergy themselves 
distinct pronunciation is mostly found in praying, but 
unfortuaately also the mechanical, soulless rattling, 
which stands in a disagreeable contrast to the solemn 

saving of the Lord's Prayer by the Evangelicals. It 
miglit almost be believed that it had been laid down 
as a principle that a warm fervent tone was to be 
avoided at Church prayer, perhaps to prevent free 
scope to the divers natures, and perhaps to emphasize 
that the attitude towards God of one praying shall 
not be* sensuous and passionate, but rather purely 
theoretical. Otherwise it is difficult to explain why 
our priests rattle off the prayers so mechanically and 
so coldly. 

The Litanies of the Mother of God (Lauretanian. 
Litany) of the Saints and of the name of Jesus belong 
also to the usual prayers. It is to be observed that 
the^ Jesus-Litany is far less hrequently said in the 
churches than the Mary-Litany or the Saints'-Litany. 
But in this prayer, too, there is the same mechanical 
expression, thoughtlessness, and the lack of devotion. 

More heartfelt devotion than in the appointed prayers 
may be found in the self-chosen ones, as for instance ; 
"the Prayer of Tobias," the prayers for the weatha:/* 

for lever," " for home and cattle,** the old exercising 
formulas, etc. There is often a greater confidence in 
such productions, as they are to be had at f airs^ than 
perhaps in the Lord^s Prayer, which many simply do 
not know, m spite of rattling it off several dozen 
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times a day. Some one once recited the Lord's Ptayer 

slowly and solemnly with all fervour to an old sick 
peasant. The old man was struck, wished to join in 
the Prayer, but suddenly he began to weep for emotion. 

It was almost as if he heard it for the first time in 
his life ; he had not recognized this daily hp-prayer. 

An old woman who had received a modest present 
promised to pray seven times ** Our Father " ; I 
explained to her that once would be sufficient, but it 
must be the real one which is to be found in Matthew 
vi. It is said that the old woman had it looked out for 
her, and was astonished how beautiful it was. 

It is better not to remember in what other ways 
prayer is often misused. A few examples may be given 
as curiosities. I knew an old maidservant who at night 
in bed prayed for the ''poor souls in Purgatory" so 
that she might the easier go to sleep. A superstitious 
woodcutter prayed to exorcise the ghost, which he 
beheved he saw everywhere. An old cowherd prayed 
bewitched diseases" away from the cattle. A shoe- 
maker prayed that his village rival might die a sudden 
death. A horse-stealer promised to pray the psalms 
and to sacrifice a big candle to the mother of God at 
Mariazell if his next theft was successful. Such things 
are certainly not very common, but they do happen from 
misunderstanding of Christian prayer, and from piety 
and religiousness gone horribly astray. 

And so there might be written a long but painful 
study on Prayer amongst the People. It might be 
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asked in astonishment, why, under such conditions, 
the Church lays so much stress on praying and the 
endless repeating of prayers. When our opponents 
say that it is desired by this means to keep the people 
from thinking, I remind those who have experience, 
how astonishingly much, and how profanely, people 
can think during such hp-prayer. 

But that a certani satisfaction of the heart can lie in 
the most imperfect prayer, which may have a kind of 
success, I do not wish to deny. Yes, after all, a person 
after prayer for hours togetlier, even if his heart 
remained altogether unconcerned in the matter, has 
the agreeable conviction of having carried out an ac- 
tion pleasing to God. And who can know that God 
may not after all say " Yes *' to it ? He has Him- 
self pointed out in Luke xi. 5-8 the result of 
imceasing prayer, and has added with a touch of 
humour : If one did not listen to man's continual 
prajdng out of inclination, one would do so, at least, 
to get rid of his importunity. 

If I were a coimtry parson I should get hold of the 
young people. My children," I would say, we can 
also pray in thought. Every good thought about 
God, about our needy fellow-creatures, every desire 
to improve, to draw nearer to God and His elect, is 
prayer. But for him who wishes to pray aloud with 
words, the Saviour has put together in few sentences 
all we need to pray. But this Prayer of the Lord is 
far too good to be rattled ofE thoughtlessly at any 
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opportunity ; you must only say it at specially solemn 
times, and when your heart is in it, with the same 
devotion as if yon were kneeling at the altar leceiving 
the body of the Lord. For just as the priest lays the 
sacred Host on your tongue, so has the Saviour Him- 
self laid His prayer on your tongue/* And then they 
would learn from me once at least how to say tlie 
Lord's Prayer. . . . 

But I am not the only person concerned. I beUeve 
that there are many priests who would be glad to speak 
thus to the young people of their parishes. But there 
exists in so many people a certain stifi-neckedness, and 
an indifference lor the religious life of the heart, which 
dehes all endeavoiu:. It is not possible to make the 
deigy alone re^nsible for these peculiarities of 
character ; but if anybody can improve matters, the 
clergy take the first place. The school comes next. 
The better a man is educated, the more sensitive he 
is to spiritual, ethical, and religious matters. And 
lastly come writers that reach the masses with their 
task of pointing out weak spots and advocating re- 
forms, as is my purpose here. 



Digitized by Gopgle 



Chapter IX 



FR££ FROM ROM£? 

* 

IT was at the time of the Declaration of Infallibility 
of the Pope that Ludwig Anzengruber said; 
" Well, on acoount of that httle bit ! If one believes 
99 lb., why not at once the whole hundred ? " 

That's it. And yet not quite ; at least, not with me. 
I believe in the Roman Catholic Church with aU my 
heart, and all that she thinks to put before me out of 
the gospel of Christ. I honour the Roman Catholic 
Ritual^ inasmuch as it ediiies me, uplifts me» creates 
in me chastened feelings. I honour the sacraments, 
because they s3anbolize for me the lofty idea of Christ- 
ianity. I honour the commands of the Church, because 
they lead us away from the world and hang us nearer 
to the divine. I believe the doctrine of Trinity, of 
the virginity of the mother of the Messiah, of the 
miracles and oi the Resurrection of Christ, when I am 
permitted to take them so symbolically that they 
come near my understanding and my heart. And I 
feel in this belief the grace of a great happiness. 

But if I am bound to believe that the Pope is as 
infallible as God Himself in all religious and Church 

afiairs, and that the Pope on the basis of this infalli- 

iw 
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bility can make himself the unconditional master of 
all princes and nations of the earth in spiritual things, 
and if I am to believe that a man can solely be saved 
within this Roman Catholic Chtirch, and that outside 
of it all men, however noble and good, must be lost — 
that is the hundredth pound that I am unable to 
bear. And in throwing off angrily this obtruded 
hundredth pound, it can easily happen that a few 
more pounds tumble away as well. 

The Roman Catholic Church, they say, strives for 
the rule of the world. That it does. It is not only 
desirous of spreading the Roman Catholic faith 
univeisally (in this sense every faith and every sect 
tries to spread itself as widely as possible), but actually 
strives to be the chief influence upon society and 
pohtics in all countries. There is, however, no per- 
sonal self-interest at play, as we find in dynasties 
that root themselves firmly in the woild. It is a 
principle in the ecclesiastical hierarchy that none of 
the rulers can acquire material pocsonal advantage. 
None can dispose for himself of Church property or 
pass it on to his family ; even the elected pope is only 
administrator, and his riches go back to the Church 
aft^ his death. The Roman Catholic ecclesiastic 
lives less for himself thaii for a community, namely, 
the whole Church. And most of these men are con- 
vinced that a Roman Catholic temporal sovereignty 
of the whole world would be for its happiness. This 
conviction, that the Church acts with the best of 
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intentions, reconciles us in a certain degree to her 
lust for rule, which, nevertheless, in the sense oi Chiis^ 
tianity, is an enonnous mistake. 

It happens, not too often, it is trne, that those dogmas 
and principles to wliich many a Roman Catholic priest 
has difficulty in reconciling himseli in his inmost soul 
are loudly emphasized. There b at least some respect 
for sound human reason, which also comes from God. 
But sometimes they are proclaimed, and always to ^ 
the vexation of those who know from Christ that His 
Kingdom is not of this world, that His Holy Spirit 
comes to every one who is of good will, and that all 
men are brothers and the children of one Father in 
Heaven. 

It might be conditionally admitted that the Roman 
Cathohc Church is the only one in which to hnd 
salvation. This is true for those to whose in- 
dividual nature she and her institutions appeal. For 
others of a different cast, another creed is the only 
salvation that brings them nearer their God. 

I am silent, for, according to well-known principles, 
this would be rank heresy. Besides, I do not pursue 
religion in a dogmatic-scienti&c way, nor would I 
pursue it scientifically {if all theological knowledge 
were at my disposal. Religion is our inner, per- 
sonal relation to God, and has nothing to do with 
earthly knowledge and its proofs. I am not to be 
shaken in my belief in Jesus Christ our Redeemer ; 
and what way I can come nearest to Him is my 
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business. As far as the Roman Catholic Church, 

the Creed of my Ancestors, advances me on the way, 
I gratefully use her holy means. And she has very 
often bestowed on me abundant happiness. A bliss of 
the soul which, however, has been sometimes destroyed, 
not by herself, but by many of her representatives. 
When we find an absolutely worldly faction in the 
midst of the Church which pretends hypocritically 
to desire the salvation of all out of love, but actually 
in order to use them for its secular purposes ; when 
the Church passionately damns all who are not with 
her, nor can be with her ; when that faction, under 
the mask of religion, with a low cynicism is hostile 
to every one who, anxious and trusting, seeks God 
on other paths : such experiences incline us to make 
the Cathohc Church which permits and supports 
those things responsibile for the sins of this abominable 
party. Nothing angers me more than this indescrib* 
ably haughty and envious looking down on men of 
other creeds, of which chiefly the Christian are the 
most hateful to them. Such conduct resembles com* 
mon business jealousy as one hair does the other. 
It happens in every creed, which coquets with the 
world, its wealth and power, and I despise it in every 
denomination most thoroughly. Therefore I tremble 
for all ciiurches that assume a worldly shape, and my 
prayer is ever to find and to recognize the spirit of 
God. 

But that does not come off without discord. We 
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are human beings, sensuous bemgs, and what we take 
in through our senses becomes most at home in our 
hearts. Religion in the spirit is, of course, the highest, 

and it is always preached. And for the most of us it is 
too invisible, too inaudible, too incomprehensibie ; we 
long for form, sound, odour, which God is to assume 
in order to show Himself to us ; for we are all more 
or less doubting Thomases, who must see in order to 
beheve. 

The longing for religion and worship which has at 

the present time been awakened in men is touching. 
In modem men I It would scarcely have been thought 
possible. Let the Churches eagerly equip themselves 
to receive those who approach them. For there come 
modem men with larger views, who have other ideals 
by the side of rehgion— a wider humanity and patience, 
or a passionate national feding, or who are sober 
men of intellect. These, coming to church not indif- 
ferent, but with an earnest intention, will desire that 
the form of recognition of God and of worship shall 
not contradict their ideals. Religion must not only 
upHf t a man, but expand and perfect him ; it should 
not ignore worldly strivings, but sanctify them* And 
the Churches that do not wish to come to ruin must 
reciion with human modifications. I hope that the 
present movement may be of advantage to the Roman 
Catholic Church, for if it consents to reforms, it is the 
most irresistible. 
A short while ago I entered a church early on Sunday 
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iDoming. It wasin the centre of the town, andapeaoe, 

and a feeling of devoutness, and a self-surrender prevailed 
among the congregation — an atmosphere, in fact, that 
we hnagmewastobefound amongthe early Christians. 
The priest in the Roman Catholic robes stepped up to 
the altar, which was adorned witli six lighted candles 
and a high crucihx. The choir sang Gennan hymns 
to the sole accompaniment of the oigan. At the 
sacrifice of the Mass the priest read the Epistle and 
the Gospel, not in a language which the congre- 
gation could not understand, but in the German 
mother tongue. Then he mounted the pulpit and 
spoke gently and lovingly of Christian teaching. 
Going again to the altar, he celebrated the sacrifice of 
Commemoration. Itwasthewellknown Roman Catholic 
Mass, but in German, not m Latin. The Credo German, 
the SatuUus Gennan, the Paternoster German, the 
communion German, the last Gospel German, and the 
sanctification and partakmg of the bread and wine in 
memory of the Lord in German too. And as it pro- 
ceeded to its finish in noble, simple solemnity and 
fervour, it was the first time that the whole greatness 

of the Mass was clear to me. I could think and pray 
with the priest; no cold strange sounds, utterly valueless 
to the heart, disturbed me ; it was in my own tongue 
that the officiating minister spoke to God. Never before 
had my mother tongue appeared so beautiful to me, 
nor the sacrifice of the Mass so sacred and edifying. 
When it was over, something exclaimed in me: 
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Why should not I and my Alpine people have that in 
our churches? Why should the Roman Catholic 

Church, that loves us so dearly, not give us what is 
ours : divine service in the mother tongue ? 

It is very difficult for laymen to understand why 
the Roman Catholic divine service should be held 
everywhere in a language which is nowhere understood. 
If Latin had been the language of Jesus I But He 
Himself sent the Holy Spirit to the Apostles, so that 
they might speak to all peoples in their own tongues. 
A hundred thoughts arise about this matter, but I fore* 
see that the view towards which I do now turn not 
for the first time, with qualms of conscience, will be 
combatted either with cheap scorn, or with scholastic, 
dogmatical reasons, of which there are always many to 
hand, but wliicli in themselves and according to nature 
have no foundation. We have to pray humbly to 
the divine [in rehgion without desiring to understand 
it ; but to the human element in it — that is, the forms, 
worship and ritual — that we do wish to understand, 
we demand that it shall be in accordance with our 
bemg and our life. 

Habit and indifference are to blame that the great 
mass of the people have so far calmly accepted the 
Latin service, the dogma of 1870, and other things. 
When people really become more religious, when they 
return to Christianity with their hearts, and agam 
attach importance to its form of worship, they will 
bring with them their modem attribute— critictsm. 
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before which dogma and vested institutions have to 
give way. 

The cry : Freedom from Rome ! is heard now every- 
where. It is a signiiicant sign that belief should be 
turned to pohtical purposes. Those Churches that 
have become political afford a type for that. And it 
is always dangerous to offer the soul for something 
worldly. The pastor did not receive in a fnendly 
manner those persons who entered the Evangelical 
Church for purely political reasons, and we can under- 
stand that the council of the Austrian Evangelical 
Church should have warned his reverence not to take 
part in an agitation which had little to do with the 
Christian religion. The matter is, however, siginificant. 
Pohtical or national ideals may have given the first im- 
pulse to the new movement, but many others joined in 
it whose defection meant something more than politics ! 
And if we look at the dogma, wiiich reminds us of the 
arrogant angels in Heaven, and the heartless impatience 
which despises and condemns ever3rth]ng that Is not 
in exact line with every letter of the decrees ; and the 
putting aside of the Gospel for the Catechism ; and also 
the outspoken hostility to our people, the German 
people, which causes dispute over the use of the German 
language in the Churches — displeasure truly becomes 
a living force. And yet when the beauty and dignity 
of the Roman Catholic service in German form Is 
known, people ask : Why should we not have it ? 

Freedom from Rome ! The cry will scarcely die down 
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so soon, for too much has hap{>ened to injure our 
rights and iediDgs. A larger defection will cause 
tenor, tmt no one ought to be surprised. 

Naturally I do not imagine that our untiring wishes 
and requests will hnd consideration, even if the 
whole German nation shouted: "Ye protectors of 
Christiaiiity, join together in patience and benevolence, 
and give God something that is of God ; and likewise 
give mankind something that is of mankind; and 
to the nations something that is of the nations ! I fear 
it would be vain. He who attaches less importance to 
the cask than to the wine may console himself, if he 
likes, that the Gospel is to be found in all Christian 
Churches and — sometimes— even outside them ! But 
release from Rome would mean a heavy conflict for 
many* It cannot be helped ; it must settle it itself. 

I have expressed my point of view without any 
intention of changing that of others. My advice in 
such matters is that a man must question his own con- 
science often and earnestly. A man to whom the 
Church has become indifferent, a man who has lost 
confidence in it, and yet who wishes to be a believer in 
Christianity, he may honestly ally himself with an3rthmg 
else that makes him happy and helps him morally, 
whether it be the strict Protestantism that has returned 
to the Gospel, or whether it is the Ancient Cathohdsm 
standing between that and the Romish Church. And 
if it is the purely spiritual Ciiiistianity, so much the 
better. 
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Chapter X 



HOW I PICTURE TO MYSELF THE 
PERSONALITY OF JESUS 



NE of the chief aspects of our Sooth German 



Fairs — so far as there is no drinking or braw- 
ling—is their piety. It comes, so to speak, into com- 
merce in the shape of rosaries, figures of saints, etc. 
Thus we find on small sheets of paper, the real and 
genuine portrait of Our Lord Jesus Christ. It is a 
soulless copy of the current Christ type, which, by the 
by, may be as right or wrong as the heavenly picture 
of this imique Son of Man, which has prevailed among 
us since the Middle Ages, and which, through the 
prism of dogma, has completely lost the original 
warm-blooded shape in which we could thoroughly 
comprehend and love the Lord. Besides, whence 
could a veritable picture of Jesus come ? In His 
time there were neither portrait-painters nor photo- 
graphers in Palestine to whom He could have sat. 
And that He put Himself at the disposal of a Gentile 
sculptor Is nowhere to be read. The legend goes that 
Luke, the Evangelist, was a painter ; it is just possible 
that the disciples begged the Master to let Himself be 
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immortalised by the artist, or that the painter had 

fixed His likeness from memory, but Luke apparently 
never saw Him. With the exception of John and 
Matthew none of the Evangelists saw Him. They 
lived quite a generation later than the Saviour, and 
based their writings on verbal traditions. According 
to a beautiful legend Jesus impressed His face on 
Veronica's handkerchief on His way to the Cross ; 
but it is only a beautiful legend. Of quite a different 
importance for us is how His Spiritual Personality 
impressed itself on the minds of His contemporaries. 

It is the Gospels, the only document of the Person- 
ality of Jesus» that have given an enduring impression : 
from them we can shape a material picture. The 
interest in it is immensely great. Jesus accompanies 
in one way or another every one of us through life, 
be we believers or not ; although even to-day, at the 
beginning of the twentieth century after Christ, we 
do not really know what Christianity means. 

On many a day we go to bed at night full of sorrow ; 
for what we deshre to do is rarely accomplished, and 
on the morrow the wild struggle for existence, the hard 
struggle for the Ideal will begin anew. In such anxious 
moods I hke to pick up the Gospel, out of which my 
forefathers drew their refreshment and their hope, 
and out of which, so to speak, their redeemed souls 
speak to me again. And when in the winter of 1899, 
I was confined to my room for many weeks with a lung 
complaint, as it were, in a monastery severed from 
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the world, only living in the realms of my soul, I once 
more absorbed myself in the Gospels. . And it was a 

joy to me, out of this document, as I understood it 
without Theological Commentary, to piece together 
a picture of Jesus, which came the nearer to my heart 
the more human it shaped Itself. The Jesus, who 
finally stood by my bedside, was not the same that 
stepped out to us from the twilight of the middle ages. 

A man lived on the banks of Jordan who — according 
to the longing of the Jewish people — preached a new 
Kingdom of God, announced the approach of the 
expected Messiah, invited the people that listened 
to him to repent, and as ;i sign of communion baptized 
them with water. Among the crowd which used to 
collect round the Prophet John was one day a young 
man, a carpenter from the not distant Nazareth, who 
was likewise baptized. Later on, after He had con- 
centrated His mind and prepared Himself in the sohtude 
of the desert, that man came forward as a popular 
Preacher. He wandered up and down through the 
countries of Galilee, Samaria and Judea, and where-> 
ever He came was^a great concourse of people. They 
listened to His sermons, which were based on the law 
of Moses, yet far surpassed them, on the one hand by 
their severity, on the other by their gentleness and 
gladness of heart. The people passionately longed for 
His words, and at His approach often fell into a state 
of downright ecstasy. They saw miracles. And the 
more they happened the more of them they wished to 

14 
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see, so that He was annoyed when they would not 
believe without miracles. 

He must have been a very striking man, although 
He dressed like other people. He must have had an 
exceedingly fascinating manner. I picture Him to 
msrself as slender and thin, clad in an undergarment 
and a long woollen coat. His beard young and thick ; 
His hair dark brown, falling over the nape of His neck 
in thick locks, curling slightly at the ends; His face 
pale and delicate ; His lips full and red ; His eyes, with 
the moist briUiancy of idndness and of pity, but at times 
with a fire that struck all beholders. He carried 
neither hat nor staff; on His feet He wore probably 
sandals. For that He should have walked bare- 
footed over the long stony paths I find no indication 
in His teaching. Jesus was no ascetic. He bore the 
greatest trials without complaints, with stoic calm, 
but He did not seek them. He thought httle of fasting 
for the sake of fasting ; He only regarded it as means 
towards spirituality. He often blamed the Jews for 
making external things of such great importance in 
their religion — ^fasting, public prayer, ostentatious 
almsgiving and other formal exercises. He was an 
enemy of the external things that lead away from the 
inner life and raise up the false semblance of fulfilment. 
He gladly allowed Himself to be invited to banquets. He 
ate and drank gladly, liked a well-arranged dining-hall ; 
so that even for the Supper which was to be His last. 
He chose a hall, which was laid with carpets and pro- 
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vided with cushions. He did that, perhaps, not on 
account of comfort, but rather on accoont of the 
solemnity, the dignity of the occasion. 

He does not seem to have possessed anything of 
value ; but ever conscious of His mission He demanded 
from others, who had possessions, the support of Him- 
self and His disciples. So thoroughly was He convinced 
of his mission, that He considered it the people's duty 
to provide for Himself and His adherents, and cursed 
those who did not do so. 

The Evangelists tell us but httle of His relations 
with His family. Whether His mother rejoiced at 
His teaching? Whether she was sadly grieved at 
the Son whom it was impossible to influence, who 
went His own way, persecuted by the priestly and 
secular authorities, towards the most shameful of 
criminal deaths ! 

He acknowledged only spiritual family ties — only 
relations in God. I do not remember any special 
expression of opinion regarding the necessity of Con- 
jugal Unions ; He Himself did not marry. But 
when and where marriage existed. He wished it to 
be strictly adhered to, and even condemned the break- 
ing of the marriage vow in thought. He was full of 
mildness and indulgence towards penitent sinners ; 
towards hardened ones, full of glowing wrath. He 
was always the advocate of the poor and the oppressed, 
to them Ho was infinitely good, in spite of their faults 
and lowliness. But He stood on an irreconcilable 
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footing of war with the self-seeking of the rich and the 

uncharitableness of tiiosc in Power. 

Gentle and modesty as we understand the tenns 
to-day, Jesus was not. Rather was He energetic and 
self- assertive. Near the end, wlien they were pursuing 
Him, He lied once across Lebanon, but soon returned, 
and opposed His enemies with downright aggression. 
The lectures which He gave to the Pharisees and the 
Jewish priests in Jerusalem were as cutting and fierce 
as a sweeping storm. Oi His own accord. He 
one day entered the Temple, where the dealers 
took their stand, upset their stalls and chased 
the traders out 'oi it with whips. Where the dis- 
ciples sought encouragement and consolation from 
Him, He often answered them — in our sense — 
harshly, and by no means with kind, soft words, as 
would be done nowadays among friends. He loved 
John tenderly, to whom He never said a hard word, 
while He often roughly reproved Peter. Jesus was 
anything but sentimental. Sometimes His words 
appear to us harsh, even fall of wrath, sometimes 
intermingled with bitter irony. He made a sharp separ- 
ation between what He liked and what He disliked ; 
He hated compromise. He felt the greatest animosity 
for those who juggled with words, for hypocrites and 
prigs; He preferred to have to do with avowed 
sinners. With respect to His teaching He was unbend- 
ing ; with respect to His person, He was full of 
humility and abnegation. The greatness of His gentle- 
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ness and of His forgiveness of His enemies only came 
to light at the fuMlment of His destiny. He possessed 
the proud, divine courage of a personality convinoed 
that nothing can happen to it, because the mortal 
body is nothing, the immortal soul all. That divine 
consciousness made Him invincible. 

He probably walked along gravely, without much 
saluting or returning salutes. He never intruded, 
but where He was wanted^ He gave Himself with all 
His soul. His speeches were scarcely made in the 
pathetic tones of preaching, but rather in the Hebrew 
fashion, hghtly and quickly spoken, according to 
momentary inspkation. For He did not bring what He 
had learned off, but what sprang from His inmost 
nature. He Uked to speak in parables, which, accord 
ing to our idea of speech, do not always conceal 
His thought. Therefore we must not take evei3^hing 
literally, and we must not ^forget that many refer- 
ences are made to things and circumstances unknown 
to us, and that the Orientals like to speak in hyper- 
boles. 

For more than two years He wandered thus through 
the land, always ^accompanied by impatient or enthu- 
siastic adherents, ever suspected by the authorities, 
who laid many traps for Him, which He cleverly escaped. 
He took His meals with the people in the open air, and 
aU was shared in brotherly fashion. He was probably 
often oblige d to spend the nights in the open air, 
Uving only for Jiis kingdom^ which was not of this 
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world. He was uncommon in ever3^thmg, superhuman, 
a Son of God. 

Where Jesus is the most divine» there He is the most 
human. He who easily renounces all that is meant 

by pleasure of this world, goods of this world, cares of 
this world, possesses the purest joy of life. And so 
the teaching of Jesus, which appears severe beyond 
measure to the child of this world, is a mild, sweet 
yoke to him who hves his life happy in childlike con- 
fidence in the Heavenly Father— royally supreme over 
change and sorrow. You shall live for the day and 
take no thought for the morrow. You shall wander 
with staff and scrip, be without a second coat, and if 
necessary be satisfied with berries and a poor roof. 
Your whole life and all your ambition is to be filled 
with the love of your Heavenly Father and of your 
fellow-men. And now comes the most hnportant 
thing of all : you shall also love your enemies. In 
most cases this self-sacrihce assures a tranquil existence; 
for an enemy, whom you do not oppose, to whom you 
do good with all your heart, will cease to be a foe. 
We have a German student's song, which says : I 
have placed my desire upon nothing, hurrah 1 When 
I hear those words I always think of happy Chris- 
tianity, of walking along in childlike innocence and 
divine rejoicing, with the sure faith that our immortal 
soul is on the right road to the heart of God. 

This kindly joy in God and man, thischildlikeabsence 
of care is, in my opmion, the divine in Christianity, 
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the Kingdom of Godwitiiin us, wincli makes us already 
blessed on earth. 

That Jesus SQmetimes bluntly expressed that ideal, 
and was finally obliged to sacrifice His own life, is the 
eternal contradiction which lies in the Divine-Human. 
This contradiction does not exclude the fact that 
Jesus was the Conqueror, and that we may also become 
victorious, rejoicing under earthly trials in the soul- 
union with God. 

* * « ♦ ♦ 

That, then, out of the abundance of what might be 

said, is the outline of my comprehension of the reality of 
Jesus and His doctrine. That is the sense in which I 
understand the Bible, and I once desired to represent my 
irregular view in my " Home-Garden " * But at home 
in Austria i: has not been permitted me to do so. The 
potice have— of that more anon— taken possession of 
the essay. They found in these ideas of mine — which, 
as regards the solemn subject, certainly suller from the 
utmost insu&ciency— nothing less than blasphemy. 

In my oj^on every Christian ought to have the 
right to comprehend the Gospels in his own way, 
without much dogmatic explanation, without any 
mediator. Do not the manifold meanings point to the 
fact that each individual shall find out his own ? If 
leaned mediators were required to explain tire teaching 
of Jesus, the Saviour would certainly only have spoken 

^ HeimgarUn a publication. 
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to the Scribes and Theologians and not to the crowd, 

wliK li — sec the Apostles themselves — chiefly consisted of 
simple-minded people. Let each man take the Word 
as he can grasp it. What he does not perhaps under- 
stand tOKlay he will understand to-morrow. And if a 
mistake is made, that will do no harm so long as there is 
good-will. After all each one of us creates his God 
according to his own heart, and each nation makes 
for itself a Saviour such as it most needs. 

But it is quite comprehensible that the doctrine of the 
Nazarene was and still is persecuted. In the eyes of 
the Pharisees and other people He was a rebel, a dis- 
turber of Religion and a blasphemer, who, if He re- 
appeared to-day, would be treated in just the same 
way even in the Most Christian Empire I And 
indeed, if we can imagine that the people had at that 
time accepted His teaching, so suited to the poor and 
down-trodden, and lived in accordance with it, no 
bloody rebellion would have ensued, but liie cxisLing 
States would not have been any longer possible. The 
Roman State must have ceased to exist, and not one of 
our present States could exist, if the people lived strictly 
after Christ*s teaching. No priests, no soldiers, no 
wild chase after wealth and honour — ^it would t»e a 
pleasure to live I Or would our fine sensesfall short ? 

I think not. 

And that is remarkable. It is a doctrine which 
is actually followed nowhere and yet one which (an 
never disappear out of the world. As often as O^er- 



Digitized by Google 



THE PERSONALITY OF JESUS 



217 



Civilization turns sick with disgust at itself, as often as 
mankind sees its worldly aspirations andproudsuccesses 
turn into great catastrophes, there awakes a longing 
for the conditions which Jesus designated by the 
phrase, the Kingdom of God." Then what was form- 
erly pain becomes joy, then the Soul-Forces are 
awakened with all that is appropriate to them, the 
miracles, and everything occurs that puny man has so 
hau§^tily denied. 

Jesus knew man, not only of His time or of the 
present time — but man purely and simply. He 
showed iiim the highest ideal but prepared a num- 
ber of renting places in the steep upward path. 
The doctrine which appears so immeasurably austere 
is the gentlest and most loving mother in comparison 
with the insatiable civilization, which relentlessly 
chases its people and finally devours them. Jesus 
demands — if we really understand Him — nothing ex- 
cept that man shall a become a happy, innocent child 
with simple wants. 

Only do not persist in asking if this is possible. It is 
possible to many. The true Christian would say: 
He who is still a child, let him remain one. Even if 
as such he is socially ruined that ruin is more divine 
than the restless possessing and ruling in an unblessed 
world. 

But if they then come and say : Man neither is nor 

ever was an innocent child, for he biougiil into the 
world with him original sin — I do not understand 
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it. Were the children whom Jesus describes as inno- 
cent, already smners ? If Jesus preaches repentance 
to sinners, He probably does not mean that people 
should fast, torment themselves, etc., but He means 
that they should, if possible, make reparation for the 
sins they committed — return wrongly gained pro- 
perty, confess lies, correct errors, pat away an overplus 
of material wealth, forgive enemies and in every way 
strive to obtain peace of mind, divine joy, in short — a 
good conscience. As far as his powers go man shall do 
that for himself, and only when his own strength ceases 
call for the mediation of Christ. But he must not sin 
carelessly or wantonly, reckoning on Christ's interces- 
sion and then full of repentance strike his breast, say- 
ing : ** Lord, be merciful unto me a sinner ! " 

Jesus did not wish to reduce man to a worm wriggling 
in the incite consciousness of guilt, but to raise him 
to a rejoicing, justified child of God. 
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CONSEQUENCES OF A CON- 
FISCATION 

OOMEIIMES being ill is a pleasure — that is to say 
^ when we make it one. 

In the winter of^that year I was confined to my 
bed with illness lor three weeks. When the days when 
I could not think were over, and my mind was re- 
awakened and demanded suitable occupation, I thought 
of some particularly interesting reading, that is, 
the re-reading of the Gospels. Not in fragments and 
extracts as is usually done, but all the four Evangelists, 
Matthew, Mark, Luke and John, quickly one after 
the other — the whole, so to speak, in one breath. 
And that is what my poor mind did. 

I began to read the sacred book for edification ; 
it turned out to be a pleasure. For during the reading, 
which lasted about days four, such gladness, such 
Christian joy entered into me, that finally the word 
pleasure was not suitable at all, unless it was that the 
illness was a pleasure, because it took me away suffi- 
ciently from earthly power in order that I might live 
entirely for the ideas of the Holy Message. 

I read the German translation of Dr. Leander van 

119 
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Ess, wtadtk is approved and recommended by many 
Roman Catliolic prelates. For comparison I used 
the translation oi AUioli and the People's Bible of 
A. A. Waibd, all learned Roman Catholic theologians. 

What sort of a Christ did I meet there ! A Christ 
rejoicing in God, humane, dehgiiting in the world, 
full of powerful activity, full of devoted love, full of 
fiery wrath at the right time. A super-man, a God- 
man in the liighest sense. I had never seen Him like 
that before. I called my children to my bedside, I 
called my wife, and told them of the great Christ 
whom I had found, with whom to walk, in whom to 
trust meant deliverance from ail care and earthly 
burdens. They then read aloud to me whole portions, 
and although they were at first astounded at my 
enthusiasm for such a well known thing, at last they 
understand my joy. 

In one of my deepless nights I lighted my candle, took 
paper and pencil and wrote down quickly the sketch 
of the Jesus Christ whom I had met, face to face, as 
it were, in the Gospel. 

Later on when my HcUngartcn required " copy * 
and I searched my portlohos 1 found the sketch with 
the title : " How I picture to myself the Personality 
of Christ ? " * The thing was considered now in cold 
blood. It was after all nothing new, had been said 
a thousand times far more thoroughly and better; 
it might be occasionally heard — perhaps in other words 

' Cf. the preceding chapter. . 
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—from the pulpit. And yet, I thought to myself, what 
harm can it do, if a short sketch, be it ever so super- 
ficial, of the most glorious figure, appears for once 
in the HeimgarUn* There are after all so many 
Christians who do not know their Christ. 

The sketch was printed in the number of the Heim-^ 
garten for May, 1899. And it was at once taken 
possession of by the Pohce in Graz, on account of the 
ai'ticle on Jesus. 

I did not believe my ears when the publishers sent 
me word of this, I did not believe my eyes when the 
men took forcible possession of the whole edition, 
ordered the objectionable article to be torn out of all 
copies, to put it behind bars and bolts, and to be 
destroyed by-and-by by prisoners, 

I disputed with the o&cial in his room for a whole 
hour, and it is only to be wondered at that he neither 
showed me the door nor made my exit impossible. 
I must confess that the pohce official was incompar- 
ably more civil to me than I was to him. But the 
interview revealed to me that an abyss as deep as hell 
lay between us in regard to the comprehension of 
Religion and Christianity. Not that they took 
umbrage at single passages, careless expressions, 
historical inaccuracies in my essay, no, the whole, from 
first to last with the exception of the title was pro- 
hibited and.pronoimced blasphemy. 

On my way home I felt both pleased and sorry. 
Pleased, because I tiiought it was perhaps good that 
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this unimportant work on such a higlily important 
subject should not come into the Heimgarten. It would 
probably have been passed over with indifierence- 
Sorry because ^well, that can be easQy imagined. 

Meanwhile the essay had been sent to the periodical 
Die Zukunfi in Berlin. When it was so strictly pro- 
hibited in Graz that not a copy and not a line might be 
published, I wired at once to Beriin to stop the print- 
ing of it. It was too late, fate took its course. My 
essay on the personality of Christ was already printed 
and overflowed the misuspecting world in one day 
with thousands of copies. 

I at once made known my desire that no notice 
should be taken of the article. Firstly the confiscation 
had to be respected, and secondly, I now intended to 
treat the subject which had roused so much interest 
more at large. Yet the essay took ever firmer hold of 
the public. 

A large number of other papers copied it from the 
Zukunfi ; daily papers; weekly papers and monthly 
reviews, chiefly Protestant ones, but some Roman 
Ca tb oHc ones too, so that the article so strictly forbidden 
in Graz filed through all lands in many hundred thou- 
sands of copies. And to me flew the letters. One 
from the land of the Guelphs was among them which 
cursed the arm that had wTitten the article and the 
eye that had looked at it. All the rest of the numerous 
letters either rejoiced that there was so much liberal 
Christian feehng in the essay, or regretted that a 



Digitized by 



CONSEQUENCES OF A CONFISCATION 223 



thing so widely advertised (many actually thought 
confiscation an advertisement i) siiould turn out to be 
something so very [ordinary and commonplace, that 
consequently great disappointment followed. Other 
missives expressed their opinion of Austrian Censor- 
ship—*' Indeed, if it was like that, many things were 
easily understood!" What the clever gentlemen 
found easy to understand in our conditions I do not 
know. Besides such letters there came newspapers 
that discussed the case, disputations of many kinds, 
at last voluminous works on Gospel research and the 
Personality of Jesus. I read all with the greatest 
attention, always fearing my Uttle would be shown 
to be wrong in some important point. However 
except a chronological error and a few unimportant 
minor details everything agreed with the scholars. 
Only that many — I do not speak of Renan and Strauss 
— had represented the historical Christ as far more real- 
istic, more worldly, than I had done. And the evan- 
gelists Matthew and Luke are the most realistic. 

So I was forced by this circumstance into a careful 
study of the Bible, which was the more valuable for 
me the more immediately it was concerned with the 
Evangelists. Of what I had formerly written, partly 
from instinct, I now had certain knowledge. And 
I became conscious of sometliing else at the same time. 
That any one should place himself openly in opposition 
to the evangelical Christ was not to be understood. 
** Any one '* here refers to the clerical papers, which 
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viol^tly opposed a confiscated essay, criticized in 
public the article, although they neither knew nor 
dared to know anything about it. Neither did the 
public know, it and therefore the abominable blas- 
phemies " which it contained could only be imagined. 

How happy 1 should have been if one of our Catholic 
clergy had said. Let him keep the Christ that gives 
him satisfaction. And if it is not quite in tune with 
our tradition, he does not force Him upon any one, 
only relates how he imagines to himself the Personality 
of Jesus. 

Some clerical wit insisted that I had ** tailored for 
myself a Christ" most convenient for my daily use. 
That is truly not the case. The Evangelists are not to 
be bargained with. My Christ is a sterner man than the 
one they sometnnes introduce to us from the pulpit ; 
He is not satisfied with the so-called Good Works^ 
prayer, fasting, pilgrimages, almsgiving, etc., neither 
with the Reverence of the Sanctuaries, with the 
Receiving of the Sacraments. He is not to be dis* 
missed by reliance on God's Grace alone, He exacts 
more. He exacts much that is very difficult for me 
to do, even that which 1 cannot manage to carry out 
with my poor humanity. But His strong, glad Person- 
ality fills me with the confidence that what is not 
I may yet be. A little while beiore I had read the 
writings of the great Father of the Church, St. Augus- 
tine, and I could not find myself in agreement with them. 
In the Middle Ages I should probably have sworn to 
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them unconditionally, but they do not harmonize witii 
the present ways and manners of man ; the books con- 
fused me and made me lose heart. The greater and 
freer was now the being lifted up by Christ Himself. 
Firstly I felt a stronger inclination towards my fellow- 
men, whom I had often shunned and whom I could 
only love a little at a greater distance. I remembered, 
whenever I met a human being, what inmiense 
value Christ puts upon every single peisonahty, how- 
ever poor and despised, even on the fallen sinner. And 
that it was the lost for whom He chiefly and most 
lovingly laid down His life. There are Socialists, the 
very reddest, who deny God and the immortal soul, 
who, full of hatred, stand in opposition to society and 
desire to annihilate the whole of civilization through 
an enormous revolution. I felt with them not only 
human pity, I felt affection for them, I understood 
their thoughts and desires, and excused them as a 
product of their circumstances. I felt a great longing 
to help them, to Hft them to the level where we can all 
strive together for a better future, for a happier Soul- 
Realm, the Kingdom of God. Works of mercy must 
certainly be done but not in the shape of aims and 
individual charity, as in olden times, but by collective 
Social Reform. We do not want any one who makes 
a business of begging and asking, we want great 
organized methods of working. To the old bdief in 
God must be adcU d a modem bchef in the World and 
in Mankind, in order to create a Kingdom of God in 

15 
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the Christian sense. Whether I am ready for the 
great personal sach^ces which Christ demands of us ? 
As it stands to-day, no« They would be no good, 
as rendered by a single individual. But when many, 
sutiiciently many people render up their possessions 
voluntarily, sacrifice their bodily strength to the 
general weal, then I shall be of them. When there is 
no master then I will be servant. When no one 
is luxurious then I will sufier want. Meanwhile 
it is still necessary in a narrow worldly cirde joy- 
fully to advance the divine. 

I am inclined by nature to flee men and world. 
Since the evangelical Christ is present with xne, I 
rejoice at the beauty and strength of the world, without 
danger of becoming its prey ; I seek cheerful society, 
without fear of losing myself. The unconventionality 
of a greater liberty is in me. I do not feel my infinite 
incapacity, which formerly made nie so deef )ly despond- 
ent, any less to-day, I even feel it more, but i feel my- 
self secure in the universality of the human race and 
comforted by the faith that the Lord will not let His 
children be lost, and blesses in each of us the good 
intention. 

My joy in the Gospel often inclines me to discuss it 
with others, and also to make the understanding in 
regard to various portions clearer and deeper, but I 
find nobody willing. I addressed myself nearly always 

in vam to those who at the time went over to Pro- 
testantism. They had, with few exceptions, no mind 
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for and no comprehension of religious questions, their 
change ot creed often sprang from other motives. 
I often tried, verbally and by writing, to discuss the 
Gospels with Roman Catholic clergymen, but no 
sooner did they enter upon it than they at once fell 
back upon the conmiands of the Church. I need not 
remind the readers of my writings in what position 
I stand towards tlie Roman Catholic ritual. How- 
ever, meditations on the Gospels with discussion would 
have helped me. So far the priests have never come ; 
they referred to the sermons, which exclude dialogue, 
to confession which does not suffer questioning ; on the 
whole they were always evasive, as if they did not know 
themselves, or as if a layman were not worthy to 
discuss such elevated subjects with them. There 
have been times when I longed for their sympathy* 
yet they have given me mistrust and nothing but mis> 
trust. They have always seen in me one gone astray 
and lost, but none came to seek me in kindness. On 
the other hand I have found encouragement and up- 
lifting in conversation with Protestant clergy. Without 
trying to make a Protestant of me they could talk of 
our Saviour and His divine doctrine comfortably and 
lovingly with a Roman Catholic, subjects that become 
deeper and higher, the more we enter into them and 
the more they are treated from different sides. Their 
theoretical study has often confused and weakened 
me. But when the consciousness of my own way of 
thinking stepped again into the foreground, I was 
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forced to write and to confess what lived in me. Thus 
my book, My Father's Kingdom came mto being. 

That turn of afiairs is due to the confiscation of my 
unimportant essay on Jesus — o, small cause for a 
development of much meaning to myself. And yet 
there exists a severe conflict in me. A conflict which 
not all can feel with me, which will appear superfluous 
and foolish to m;iny a one, just because so many have 
no idea of the power of a longing for God. I am a 
Roman Cathohc through my ancestors, I acknowledge 
and honour much in the Roman Catholic Church, she 
is the home of my childhood's remembrances, of my 
affection for the mystical and of the joy of my senses* 
And yet I am drawn toward the Evangelicals, because 
according to my experience and conviction, the doctrine 
of Christ is more purely taught by them than is gener- 
ally the case In the Roman Catholic Church. An 
evangelical sermon is, nt the present time, a veritable 
refreshment. It happens rarely that they scold, 
clamour, stir up to persecution, cursing other creeds 
and damning the souls of those who hold them. But 
if it should happen, I should run away from a Protest- 
ant Church as speedily as from a Roman Cathohc one. 
It would be hard to me to leave the Roman Catholic 
Church, and yet I am often obliged to take the part of 
the Protestants, to support their Christian (not their 
pohtical) endeavours as and where I can. I am still 
waiting for the Roman Catholic Church to turn away 
mQre from wprldliness, temporal power and pohtics, and 
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turn towards the doctrine of Jesus. Meanwhile I 
find it in harmony with my conscience a$ a Roman 
Catholic to assist at an evangelical service, to obtain 
there comfort and strength for life. Sometimes it 
seems to me in such hours as if a new hfe were rising 
for me. And yet I tremble. For who can know how 
far Grace will go ? If this confidence will hold good 
when trial and sorrow come ? If Divine strength will 
be there when lasting misfortune depresses body and 
spirit ? And if it comes to dying ! They say it is 
good hying under the crozier, good dying under the 
cross. It is my daily prayer for the grace to think 
and to exist so that Christ, the Saviour, may be able 
to stand by me. One merit and one only I take to 
myself : good-will.^ 

i The Essays ** How I picture to myself the personality of 
Jesus," and ** Consequences of a Confiscation," axe printed 
here in their entirety because they were the cause of this 
book, and oi another a Prisoner's Story of the 

Cross." 



Chapter XII 



CONCERNING BIBL£-R£ADING 

MY casual remark that the Gospels might once 
again be put on the Index was laughed at as 
a joke. It would be too illogical that Christians should 
neither know nor be allowed to read the foimdations 
of our Christian faith and our ethical teaching. But 
whilst innocent minds held it to be purely and simply 
incredible, it was long ago an accomplished fact. 
The Bible, the New as well as the Old Testament, is 
in general prohibited in the Roman Cathohc Chuxch. 
Our clergy do not like to admit that which is compre- 
hensiblc, but after all it is not their fault. Many 
priests do not agree with this measure in their inmost 
hearts and are yet obliged to defend the decree of the 
Church. Sometimes, however, a clumsy solution of 
the dififtcult task is made, when they assert that the 
Bible is by no means prohibited, because you might 
read it in the Latin tongue! Whether our | > c pie 
would make much use of the permission to read the 
Bible is a question. They have grown too indifierent. 

Let me call to mind how it has ever been with re- 
spect to the reading of the Bible. In the first centuries 
the iioman Catholic Church had no reason to forbid the 
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Bible to the Faithful. Many people must have then 
understood the art of reading, for the great Fathers of 
the Church — Chiysostom, St. Jerome and Augustine — 
and also Popes, earnestly exhorted the laity to read 
the Bible very diligently. But later when the Qiurch 
developed into a tem|K)iaI kingdom, came the forbid- 
ding oi the Bible, and many people, and perhaps 
rightly, understood that the Church wished to avoid 
a comparison with the Gospel. She introduced the 
Latin tongue for^the ritual, and doled out to the nations 
in their native idiom only certain revised extracts 
from the Bible. In the Middle Ages every proprietor 
of a translated Bible was declared a heretic. Bibles 
were even burnt. Then came Martin Luther's Trans- 
lation of the Bible into German, the spreading of which 
was carried on outside the power of the Church. 
Cathohc Revisions of Holy Writ were undertaken in 
order to keep out that Bible as much as possible. I do 
not think that intentional falsifications of the text 
occurred in such Roman Catholic popular Bibles ; on the 
other hand, several parts were provided with explana- 
tions and meanings in the Roman Catholic spirit. 
Such explanations also went as God's Word. Fre- 
quently the explanations tended to show that the 
Gospel was merely there on account of the Roman 
Catholic Church, instead of the reverse. Translations 
of the Bible without explanations and expositions 
were and remained forbidden. No one was allowed^ 
it is written^to read the New Testament (the Gospel, 
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the Acts of the Apostles and the Epistles) without 
being cast forth as a heretic. All translations of the 

Bible had 'to have the approbation of the Bishops, 
but even that was not held sufficient, because there 
were Bishops, and often very many, who had no 
objection to the people reading the original Bible, 
whenever it was not provided with special explanations. 
At last the Church became more lax because, outside 
Protestant circles, the spreading of the costly editions 
among the people never had much importance. At 
the beginning of the last century the Bible Associa- 
tions came into existence, first in England. They 
were of Protestant origin, but included also numberless 
CathoUcs, even priests and prelates, amongst their 
members. These Bible Associations spread the Bible 
for an incredibly cheap price, under certain conditions 
even gratis. They spread Holy Writ in all languages 
and through all the countries of the earth. About two 
hundred millions of copies of the writings of the New 
Testament have been circulated amongst the nations. 
Though the Bible Associations do not only publish 
Protestant translations, but also, and naturally, 
Roman Catholic ones approved by the prelates for 
Roman Catholic countries. Such a translation, for 
instance, is by Leander van Ess, which can be purchased 
of all German booksdlm for a fabulously cheap price* 
The New Testament, prettily bound, costs fivepence, 
and if a poor person comes to beg for the Word of 
God» he probably gets it for nothing. 
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Thus the Roman Catholic Church finds itself obliged 
again to remind its adherents that the Bible as such 
stands on the Index, that is to say on the list of books 
prohibited by the Church, and that only such Rcnnan 
Catholic translations are admissible that are provided 
with the explanations and expositions of the Church. 
Nothing would be objected to these explanations if 
they were held to be what they are — human words 
hable to crror.^ 

Only in the year 1897 came forth a decree concern- 
ing books, which is unostentatiously carried out, but as 
thoroughly as possible, and runs thus : " As it has been 
proved by experience, that if Holy Writ in the Current 
Tongue is peimitted univeisaUy and without distinc- 
tion, through the arrogance of men more hann is done 
than good, therefore translations in the Mother Tongue 
are generally prohibited, even when published by Roman 
Catholics, unless approved by the Roman See or pro^ 
vided with Annotations made under the supervision 
of the Bishops, taken from the holy Fathers of the 
Church and other Roman CathoUc writers.*' 

** On account of the arrogance of man ! " Yes, was it 
not for that reason that Christ and his teaching came ? 
I deny, in unison with many miUions of men, that 

* Whoever remembers the arbitrarily written Prayer- 
Books, Bonks of Absolution, the Tracts on Miracles, etc., as 
they are to be had with or without approbation at fairs, 
places ut pilgrimage, and from hawkers, without any objection 
on the part of the Roman Catholic priest, must be painfully 
struck by the prohibition of Holy Scripture. 
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more haim than good comes from the general spreading ' 
of God^s Word. Let us only look round and see 

how the Bible-reading nations grow healthy and 
strong. If the Bible does good to the Christians 
in Germany, Switzerland, Scandinavia, England, 
America, etc., it will not hurt the German nations 
either. 

The most astonishing things result with us if we 

speak of the Bible to people who have studied and are 
said to be educated. They are, with few exceptions, 
as ignorant in this matter as pigs. A doctor who 
left school twenty years ago and who plays a fashionable 
role in aesthetic circles, knew nothing of the Sermon on 
the Mount, except that on that occasion Jesus gave the 
Keys to Peter and told him : Thou art my well-be- 
loved son, with whom I am well pleased. Thou shalt 
be Pope.'' And that was not the worst. A teacher 
of languages, who when in society likes to discuss 
Church politics, declared that the New Testament was 
the last of the five Books of Moses. — What must it be 
among the uneducated. The httle Bible teaching at 
school has long ago evaporated. No interest for it 
has been left behind. But that you must not eat meat 
on Friday, that you may obtain absolution at the devo- 
tional service of the Heart of Jesus, and can sacrifice it 
for the poor souls lu Purgatory, and that Martin Luther 
is roast meat in Hell — that every one knows who 
attends Roman Catholic lectures. 
No, I did not mean to get bitta:» and yet ; I am be- 
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coming so. How I should like to vindicate the matter ; 

but it is impossible. It is too criminal. 

We ask in ail seriousness : Why will our Church keep 
the complete and pure Gospel from the people ? Is 
it that she does not any longer feel herself in tune with 
it ? Is it because she and she alone will be mediator 
between God and man ? Or is it that she is afraid the 
laity might misunderstand or wrongly conceive the 
Word of God without conamentaiy. 

I leave the hrst two possibilities undiscussed. But 
one thing is striking, and I have pointed that 
out for years, namely, that the Church puts the Gospel 
too much in the background, even where she is in a 
position to explain it herself and to expose the facts, 
as for instance in school, in the pulpit, in the confes- 
sional. Parts of the Gospel are certainly read in the 
pulpit, those from which aiederived the Commandments 
of the Church, the Sacnunents,the services of the Church 
and good works by means of Roman-Catholic exposi- 
tion, but beyond that the latter things are placed in the 
foreground so that the Gospel as such does not come 
in evidence. Clerical papers have shown great in- 
dignation at my by no means isolated reproach 
Goncemingthe neglect of the Gospel, but the best and 
most sensible persons in the Roman Catholic Church 
have a notion that this neglect must become fatal for 
the Church. Let them only think of the Reformation, 
of the present movement of Apostasy, which in my 
opinion has the love of the Gospel as chief cause. 
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The movement of Apostasy would be still greater if 
so many people had not become indifierent to religion. 
The religiotis life of our time shows us a laity indifierent 
to rehgion or very bigoted, the Churches against, 
aggressive and intolerant towards each other often to 
madness. 

An improvement of these drcomstances, and - 

deepening of the religious life, does not naturally 
depend on Bible reading alone ; what is read must go 
into the heart and thence come out in deeds. Theoretical 
manufacture of religion, the making a hobby of 
dogmatic principle, learned laying down of law of what 
has dmply to be believed — all this produces an abomin- 
able Pharisee business. To believe with confidence and 
love heartily, that is all. 

Faith in the efficacy of the sacrifice of the Mass, 
love for the Mother of Christ, can be a trusting belief 
and a hearty loving, the value of which I never denied. 
Only it must not stray from the spirit of the Bible, or it 
turns into Paganism. 

It must be observed here that by the word Bible I 
mean the New Testament. Yes, but how is it then 
with the Old ? The Old Testament is an inexhaustible 
treasure of history, poetry and wisdom. But it often 
turns too much to the secular sphere ; as concerns 
religious — ^for mstance — I have not much use for the 
Old Testament with the exception of the Psalms. I 
find the best of the Patriarchs and Prophets in Jesus. 
I do not need for my Christ any testimony ^om the 
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Old Testament, I believe Him implicitly. Neither 

do I approve this continual referring back to the 
Hebrews, in order to prove Christ, in the Protestants. 
Their sermons often contain more passages from the 
Old Testament than from the Gospels. With all due 
respect to the Canon, I should only consider Hebrew 
doctrine in Church matters and for the laity in so far 
as Christ's words itself refers to it. Many things in the 
Old Testament may have a downright immoral effect. 

Concerning the fear that the Bible I mean, that is the 
New Testament, might easily be variously interpreted 
and understood by the laity : that concern is justified. 
When even theologians, bishops and fathers of the 
Church have variously explained and interpreted 
Holy Scripture, or parts of it, is it possible that that 
should not possibly happen to the laity. The Bible, 
like ev^ other great and profound book, will be 
understood according to individual capacity, rank, 
age and temperament in various ways. And cannot 
go for advice to the theologians, because their concep- 
tions also difier from one another. When has a man 
ever undei stdod the Bible wholly ? The inexhaustible 
source out of which flows at all times so much re- 
ligious life lies in the deep mysticism of this Book. 

The various interpretations and explanations do not 
instigate anything bad ; on the contrary, rather are 
they vivifying. In Protestant countries there are many 
readers of the Bible, each one finding in the book 
what lie wants and accepting it as he can imderstand 
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it, as it has tlie best effect on the life of his soul. Every 
one tries to harmonize the Gospel with the noblest 
instincts of his being. Theologians may dispute, the 
believing laity does not do that, but lets the Word of 
God work on them mimediately and innocently. We can 
certainly not say that the power of religion or morality 
or personal ability is less amongst believing Evangeli- 
cals ! That too is a sign of the divinity of the Gospels,that 
it never has a bad e£[ect, not even when — ^as the Scribes 
say— it is wrongly understood. Only a good, humble 
will must be there. The most important moral doctrine 
IS so clearly and popularly put, that it cannot, or only 
through malicious sophism, be turned into the contrary. 
It is the Scribes and Pharisees that have twisted and 
misinterpreted the doctrine of Jesus, whilst simple- 
minded ^hermen and shepherds received it immediately 
with the heart and carried it rightly into the practical 
life. 

May I perhaps be allowed to speak of self ? In read- 
ing the Biblel have never missed the want of Theolog- 
ical training. ' Without much dogmatic breaking of 
the head, I opened the book, and wiierever I opened it 
light streamed out of it towards me. Thus this hght 
taught, warned, comforted or chastized me. It is to 
be admitted that the Gospel has not always had the 
same effect on me, that in youth I conceived many 
things differently from my maturer years, during happy 
times differently from times of misfortune, that I 
was unable to comprehend some passage, yea, that 
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some passages even roused doubt and contradiction 
in me. . And that too was light. For it was a spur to 
examine^ and to wrestle for the spirit of God. It has 
the same effect ; if among the Bible reading laity it calls 
forth an exchange of opinion, it animates and develops 
a fruitful religious life free from sentimentahty and 
religious show in the community. It is certain that 
among genuine Evangelicals there reigns less religious 
indifferentism than amongst Roman Catholics, where 
the individual has nothing to do but to be guided^ and 
to obey. 

I believe that a far more living and mutual interest 
would be developed between the laity and their spiritual 
advisers through the reading of the Bible, and that the 
Roman Catholic Church, as such, would gain and not 
lose by the unhampered hberty of the New Testament. 
The Church — if she is what she gives herself out to be — 
would herself be[forced to assert as false the assumption 
that a leaning to the Gospels means a loosening of the 
ties to Rome. 

Yes, she onght to do more, she should help to spread 
the Gospel, encourage the use of it, and especially to 
publish a Commentary for the reading of the Bible. 

For Bible reading must be learnt and practised. 

A man who opens the Bible for thu hrst time — especi- 
ally when unskilled in spiritual life — ^plainly does not 
know what to do with it. A few passages may indeed 
sound familiar to his ear, perhaps through a sermon, 
perhaps also in pleasant or unpleasant reminiscence of 
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long-past schooldays. Other passages seem to him 

absolutely d.uk and far-fetched, and he thinks he can 
better learn the life and doctrine oi Christ in the ex- 
tracts in an old school-book or book of devotion. Only 
gradually, by taking the Bible into his hands again and 
again will he find the unspeakable charm that lies 
in this strictly limited, compressed, solemn and yet 
so simple form. Then wiU there dawn upon him 
the sacredness of these ancient writings which have 
become a strength and a salvation through nearly 
two thousand years to many nations of the earth, of 
the documents which have become consecration in 
happiness and comiort in trial to thousands of miUions 
of people. This book is a Last Will of the forefathers, 
an immovable lighthouse in the stormy seas of the ages 
and of races. To the Christian it is more. 

The genuineness of the book, as well as the truthfulness 
of its translators cannot be doubted. Free descrip- 
tions of the life and do* trine of Christ, according to a 
personal opinion, or to that of a party, a sect, a Church, 
may easily lead away hem the Gospel. Already the 
simple omission of a verse here and there often alters 
the meanmg of the whole. But even in this case harm 
is seldom done because the subject blesses and raises to 
a higher place ever3rthing that treats of it. Yet 
there is a difference if the thirsty man drinks at the 
brook or at the source. 

It is sometimes asked if the Bible agrees with the 
present standpoint of Natural History ? Certainly 
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it does. Only we must not seek to know the mere 
letter, but rather the hving spirit Then all falls into 
unity and becomes divine — ^Knowledge and Faith, 
Earth and Heaven. 

According to the present state of affairs there is a 
terribly wide chasm between the Gospel and the 
Roman Catholic Churdi. If we left the political side 
of the Church out of the question I should not think it 
impossible to bridge over this chasm. One would 
have to spiritualize the letter here and the form there ; 
and unification would lie in that spintucilization into 
the ideal, moral, blissful world, which we call the King- 
dom of God. It would also be the road to the final 
Unification of all Christian Creeds. My Faith suffices to 
reach this glorious goal. 

Meanwhile I strive for this Unity for myself. My 
standpoint in the Gospel does not hinder me &om 
revering the Mother of Jesus, from consecrating com- 
memoration days to the favourites of the Saviour, and 
also to Himself, from discussing things with a wise 
spiritual adviser when my conscience is in doubt, from 
assisting at mass in memory of the Last Supper and 
the Sacrifice on the Cross, etc. And on the other hand 
this 'catholic frame of mind does not hinder me from 
helping to build a Church for a poor Evangehcal Com- 
munity.^ 

^ On this occasion be it expressly noticed that I assisted 
in the erecting of an Evangelical Church in Murzzuschlag 
only from human and reli^us motives^ and for no other 

i6 
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And if some one says, Thou canst not serve two mas- 
ters, I answer : Nor do I serve them. I serve neither 
the Protestant nor the Roman Catholic Church. I 
seek with heart's joy only to serve Him for whom 
these Churches were fomided, and that is for One only ! 

No, a man should not talk publidy of such mtimate 
things. Even the merriest organ-grinder is easily 
charged with the odimn of being pious if he confesses 
to be a friend of the Gospel. Yet he does not stand 
alone as such among worldly men, among the struggling 
hearts of our time. Educator and leader, the learned 
man and the poet, clamour for this remarkable book of 
strength and of blessing for themselves and for the 
nations. 

Goethe himself, the great pagan, who surveyed 
the whole spiritual world of the earth, said : Let mental 

culture progress more and more, let science grow in 
depth and width, let the mind of man expand as it 
will — ^the grandeur and ethical culture of Christianity as 
it shines in the Gospels will ever be acknowledged. 

reason. National concerns touch me near enough, yet they 
cannot, according to my opinion, be mixed up with religion, 
or only in so far as we desire to have divine services in the 
mother tongue. 
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Chapter XIII 
BELIEF IN THE DEVIL 

MOST terrifying pictures are to be seen in our 
shop-windows at the time of St. Nicholas.^ 
A blood-red fellow, of the size of a grown man 
squats against a black background. He has dis- 
hevelled black hair out of which grow a couple of 
large goats' horns, black eyebrows from mider which 
stare a couple of squinting eyes. A narrow jagged 
nose and in the grinning mouth a few pointed teeth 
which, as may well be seen, are greedy for human 
flesh. On the back he has gigantic, spread-out bats- 
wings, also blood-red. In one of his claws the terrible 
creatine holds the end of a hanging chain, with the 
other he touches a basket filled with apples, nuts and 
other dainties. In spite of the latter the fellow is 
so abominable that the police are very near confiscating 
him, since they have already confiscated better things. 

I took this chap for the stop-gap of St. Nicholas. 
The holy Bishop himself no longer cares to come« 
times are too bad for him, the people too depraved, 
even the children; he therefore prefers sending the 
" Bartel " the " Father Cliristmas," the " Krampus." 

^ Dec. 6. 

MS 
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That is quite as it should he. The old gentleman is 

not to be blamed if he thinks twice before going 
amongst the people in winter time, who after all no 
longer heheve in an3rthing. Many children pretend 
to be believers when they think tliey will get some- 
thing, otherwise there exists for them no St. Nicholas, 
Christ-child, no patron saint throughout the year. 
And if under such circumstances the *^ Krampus " 
assumes as martial an exterior as possible, yea, even 
plays the " devil " himself, it is easily understood. 

A great majority of our people picture to them^ 
selves that evilly renowned personage the devil, exactly 
in the way he is represented m the shop-wmdows, 
only that he prohably has also fiery eyes and flaming 
breath, and spits fire as often as he breathes. Besides, 
he has mangy cat's ears, with which he hears the most 
secret thoughts* He has also a long tail, which he 
winds round the necks of the poor sinners, dragging 
as by a rope into hell. And he has goat's feet, out ol 
the footprints of which rises stinking smoke. Now, 
it is to be asked, how do the people come by such a 
tragi-comic notion of the devil ? There may be much 
in it from darkest heathendom. The devil is one of 
those world-tramps who stroll through the myths 
of the nations under different names. 

He was not always so black as he is painted. With 
the old Hebrews he was a spirit subservient to Jehovah. 
He had permission from God to prove mankind, to 
try how far their piety went, if it was genuine and 
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strong, or not. He owes his present shape to the 
Roman Catholic Church, at first on the basis of the 
doctrine of Christ that Good is opposed to Evil, heaven 
to hell, and in a later shape, perhaps, as shown above, 
the Heavenly Father is contrasted with the Prince of 
Hell with crown and fiery fork. The devil had his 
best times in the Middle Ages. Then he was of more 
importance than God. The fear of the devil has 
done incomparably more than the love of God. 

In those days certainly the people were made of 
other stuff than now ; they were still half savage, 
rude, possessed by the notions of paganism ; in those 
days it was a question of taming them, and for that 
purpose the devil was useful. The devil has certainly 
driven numberless souls into the Church. But has 
he driven them to Christianity, which means that evil 
is not to be avoided iiom fear of punishment, nor 
good done in consideration of reward ? Such a 
high ethical standpoint could not be demanded from 
those rude nations. To-day the Christian idea pre- 
vails, at least in theory, that evil is to be shunned for 
its owa. sake and good to be sought for itself as the 
Kingdom of God. To-day, the devil in his mediaeval 

shape no longer fits ; he is more harmful than useful 
because he stands in the way of humanism, and is 
scorned by the people. A clean sweep ought to have 
been made of this figure long ago, instead of painting 
it again and again on the wall for the people. 
Or am I in the wrong ? Does the fear of the devil 
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more than the love of God still deter men from 
immorality, robbing and murdering, ? It may be 
80 ; for flie beast still reigns in so many people. It 

would be a doubtful action to profane the devil and 
to divest him of bis terrors for such people. But in 
that case the chapter of the devil bdongs to the Penal 
Code and not to Christianity. The more morally 
constituted men, the seekers after God, ought to be 
permitted to put away the caricature of the devil, 
and to consider it merely an historical necessary evil. 
Then I should even like to do away with the devil ? 
It would be no loss. It is said that that faith should 
be left untouched to the poor people since it makes 
them happy. I declare, on the contrary, that the 
belief in God should be left untouched not only to 
tlic poor, but also to the rich— as well as to the power- 
ful and learned. That happiness is good for all. But 
can the belief in a devil make people happy too ? Does 
not this fearful monster create hell rather than Ae 
Kingdom of Heaven in the souls of men, even in 
those of the righteous amongst the people ? I could 
say a good deal about that. If they confiscated the 
devil in the shop windows they should at the same 
time remove the whole mediaeval devil. 

To do away with the devil altogether would not 
do, I am sorry to say. He exists, really exists, but m 
a very different form from the mediaeval devil. The 
fact is that when there is a quintessence of good there 
must also be a quintessence of evil. „ . 
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What does Jesus say of the Kingdom of Heaven ? 
That it is in ourselves. Similarly there can and must 

be also a hell in ourselves, as soon as we lack the 
Kingdom of Heaven — ^Hell with all its devils, by which 
is to be understood nothing but our errors, weaknesses, 
our disposition to sin and vice. Aliis I how old and 
matter of course is the truism ! And how dangerous are 
these devils, how false, how terrible, in one respect 
incomparably worse than the mediaeval devils who 
could be driven away with holy water, exorcised 
with incantations. While men outwardly struggled 
with the devil and thought him vanquished, he sat 
comfortably in the heart, devouring the soul. Already 
the fear of the devil was a devil in itself, and the 
crazy fancy to have vanquished him was again a 
separate devil. 

There is nothing to be said against a desire to personify 
the idea of evil. Nor is it prohibited to represent 
himian evil in the shape of a human monster with 
horns and tail. But to believe in this image, as if it 
was a real person, would only mean to withdraw one*s 
attention from the devils in our heart. 

When the Evangelist relates how Jesus himself was 
even tempted by the devil, that is only the ancient 
image-representation, which makes us see the tempter 
in a person, whilst according to the spirit of Christ's 
doctrine it is quite certain that the biographer speaks 
of the inner temptation, of the revolt of the flesh 
against spirituahty, against the sovereignty of the 
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spirit. Although Christ's doctrine is purely spintual, 
it does not deqnse symbols in order to be understood 
by material mankind. Because humanity is not only 
material but also childish, it has taken these things 
literally and has seen reality in the symbol. That 
has often been faital, and thus we have come to a 
corporeal devil, which causes us all sorts of pain, which 
does not redeem us. 

That this one or that one has seen the devH, is 
a common story amongst the people — especially in 
the backwoods. We seldom hear that God ever 
appeared to any one. We seem to be far away from 
the latter, but to live on a confidential footing with 
the former. At the beginning of the twentieth cen- 
tury there still exist a people among the hollows of 
the mountains who can make use of the devil ! 
They would like best of all to sign away to him their 
bit of soul with a few drops of blood in the hope that 
the devil might become recognizable to them. They 
are not as exacting as Faust of old ; a hatful of 
dollars IS at most the climax of their wishes. But the 
devil does not provide even that. If God leaves 
the childish wishes of the people unfulfilled, it is said 
at once : There is no God. That there is no devil is 
heard much more rarely, although the latter never 
comes up to his obligations. 
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Chapter XIV 



THE GUARDIAN ANGEL 

HOW can simple folk, incapable of abstract thought 
let alone of representing to themselves an idea 

that goes against all reality and experience, under- 
stand that God guides and protects each one individu- 
ally of many hundreds of millions of human beings ? 
God IS represented to them on the one side as a person 
resembling a man, on the other as something which 
is omnipresent, endowed with the highest qualities 
of a real, corporeal being, and who is yet invisible. 
And this God, who has the universe and Heaven under 
His care shall also look after each individual human 
being as if He existed for its sake alone, as if he had 

to lavish His care only on this one man ! How should 
a childlike human mind come to a clear understanding 
of that ? And the people is a child. 

Nobody knows that better than the Roman Catholic 
Church ; she treats the people as a child is treated. 
She turns the spiritual into the material, so that the 
people can see, hear, feel and believe it. So the Church 
took over the guardian angel from the old Jewish 
Rehgion, and placed him as a material figure in the 
Christian circle. 



Digitized by Google 



250 MY KINGDOM OF HEAVEN 



According to the Church teaching each man has 
his especial guardian angel sent to him by God as 

protector and guide in all dangers of body and soul. 
Therefore, the people imagine* the angel is furnished 
by God with power, goodness and wisdom ; he is, so 
to speak, the personal representative of God, the 
divine advocate of helpless man in this barren, dark, 
hostile world. 

The guardian angel is represented as a youth in a 
long white garment, with long curls and great white 
wings. The pictures, everywhere familiar among 
Roman Catholic folk» show the guardian angel, as he 
stands behind the cradle of the child, holding his hand 
protectingly over it; as he guides a boy across a 
narrow plank across an abyss ; as he guides a guileless 
child gathering flowers over writhing snakes ; as he 
holds a pahn protectingly over a persecuted fugitive. 
On the tablets for martyrs the guardian angel stands 
in the background of the man menaced with danger 
and death. Many a chapel, many a roadside Calvary, 
is dedicated to the guardian angel, and the Church 
celebrates once a year the feast of the guardian angels. 

The prayers to the holy guardian angel are numer- 
ous, and the faithful consecrate their first thought 
in the morning to their guardian angel : 

Holy Guardian Angel mine, 
I implore thee, guard me weU 
AU the day and aU the hows, 
tlU my soul to Heaven goes. 
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or : 

Oh, holy Guaxdian Angel mine, 
I implore thee, guard me well ; 
Stand by me in all my needs. 
And from sinning keep me free. 
By day and by night I pray of thee^ 
Shelter and guard over me» 

Few Roman Catholic mothers omit to kneel down 

at night by their child's cot, folding the little one's 
hands and making him recite the Uttle verse : 

In God's name to sleep. 
Six Angels will guard me : 
Two at the head, two at the feet. 
Two at the side. 

Our dear Lady will also be with them. 

A guileless child who neither knows danger nor is 
able to avoid it, requires, according to the popular 
idea, more than one guardian angel, he needs six of 
them. And that children have their guardian angels 
always comes into my mind when I see a child dimb 
the roof, or play with fire, or handle sharp implements, 
or jump over the brook, or run about amongst half- 
wild cattle, or play with ill-natured dogs, things fxom 
which adults carefully keep aloof. It is a fact that 
many animals treat defenceless children more kindly 
than adults armed with sticks and whips. 

A mother dismisses her children in the morning in 
order to trust them during the day to a treacherous 
world full of danger. Then she says to the school- 
child : " Fray diligently to the holy guardian angels 
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that nothing happens to you on the way f And to 

the half-grown-up daughter going into a mill : " Don't 
forget the guardian angel, my child, that he may shield 
yott from sin and temptation ! And to the grown- 
up son who has to go down tlie mine : " Do not forget 
when you descend, to recommend body and soul to 
the holy guardian angel. I, too, will pray to him 
for you." And even to her husband when he goes 
anxiously to the severe employer, or to those in author- 
ity, or has otherwise to undergo anxiety, ^e calls 
out : " The holy guardian angel will accompany you, 
so that all may go well ! " 

The guardian angel stands by the bedside of the sick* 
When death comes, the guardian angel is imagined as 
a cherub with the flaming sword. For now the " foul 
fiend " the devil, sneaks round to catch the departing 
soul. The angel warns him off. The devil uses all 
sorts of ruses to approach the dying man, to get hold 
of his soul. Then the angel strikes out with his long 
wings, so that the lighted candles flutter, and wrestles 
with the devil, to tear the poor soul from hini. The 
devil has a balance and throws the sins of the dying 
man into the one end ; it sinks down heavily. The 
angel searches out the virtues and merits of the dying 
man, puts them into the other end. It does not move 
it. He adds the good works of the relations, the 
prayers, the alms given, the exercises of repentance — 
but the good side of the balance remains high in the 
air. The devil triumphs. Now the angel raises a 
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golden cup and lets a drop fall from it into the balance — 
it is a drop of blood from the Cross of Christ. The 
good side of the balance sinks heavily and deeply, 
the other side with the sins jumps up so sharply that 
the sins are flung into the face of the devil. He 
disappears with horrible groans, and the angel has 
won the human soul. 

As a child I pictured to myself the occurrences by 
the deathbed as something like this* I do not think 
that this sprang from my fancy, I must at one time 
or another have heard this description from others, 
so that it doubtless originated in the popular source 

of belief. 

When then the dead man is placed on the bier, it 
is customary, amongst the peasant folk, to cover his 
breast with little pictures of saints. Amongst them 
would be the patron saint of the deceased, the helper 
of the dying St. Joseph and St. Barbara, and also the 
picture of the guardian angel — ^whose daily task is 
now done. What becomes of such an angel after he 
has happily delivered his charge back into God's hand 
nothing can be learnt. If he undertakes another 
child of the earth, or if he, hke an impertinent fancy- 
monger has supposed, is given to his charge in Heaven 
as a valet — ^to decide it would take a schoolman. 

The guardian angel would most likely act with a 
higher insight and a wiser guidance than the human. 
There was once an Alpine tourist who united with 
his love of the sport a very noble characteristic. Where- 
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ever he found poor people in the mountains, he was 
charitable and showed them kindness. He supplied 
the means of instruction to poor schools in far-away 
mountain villages, gave Christmas trees at Christmas 
to poor children. Touched by such loving services, 
I wrote a letter to the man one day, in which he was 
especially thanked for what he did for poor, otherwise 
forsaken children, and the letter concluded with the 
words : When the solitary tourist climbs a dangerous 
precipice, the guardian angel of a poor child he has 
made happy will hover over him in faithful guardian- 
ship I " A few da3^ after, when the man was in the 
midst of preparations for a poor children's Christmas 
tree, he made a climbing expedition, and he fell and 
was killed. It was certainly a death without pain 
and torment and consciousness of dying, a friend of 
nature could not wish a better death. The guardian 
angel did not yield to the shortsighted human desire — 
yet he surely did better than we could intend or 
imagine. Sometimes Providence shields man best in 
not shielding him. 

We should not hke to be without corporeal forms 
of our moods, presentiments, longings and wishes — 
they not only satisfy artistic needs, but strengthen 
spiritual power in a simple mind. But, it has its 
drawbacks. The ideas of the mind gradually become 
entities, which are as real as anything real can be, 
and they become so powerful and aggressive, that 
they take possession oi the whole man and su&er 
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nothing besides. So these gentle spirits turn into 
demons, which ever veil the good and the trae more 
thickly, and lead men into darkest errors. This is 
the danger with so many of the s3anbols of faith. 

There are persons with whom the guardian angel 
plays a greater role than God. They do not think that 
he is only the ambassador of God, who may be recalled 
any day*; they attribute to him all the qualities of 
(Jod, except perhaps justice. They expect their 
guardian angel to be a good comrade in any emerg- 
ency, even when they desire an3rthing bad, even 
when they are in ^he wrong. There are thieves who 
call upon their guardian angel before commencing a 
burglary on a dark night. Many a one who pockets 
his knife with the intention to pick a quarrel with a 
rival at the Church festival calls on his guardian angel. 
And somebody knew of a young dairymaid who allowed 
her lover to come week after week to the hut. And, 
when the consequences could no longer be concealed, 
she wept and said, her guardian angd had forsaken 
her.« 

Many years ago, in my forest home, a peasant's 
wife, after much su£[ering, brought a sickly child into 
the world. She sent it at once through godmother 

and midwife to the parish church to be baptized, 
three miles distant. " Oh, poor httle one," she said, 
bidding it good-bye, ''before baptism thou hast no 
guardian angel. That nothing happen to thee on 
the way, I will send my guardian angel with thee.** 
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When the child returned from baptism the mother 
was dead. Because she sent away her guardian 
angel," said the women. 

So are the people. They grope along the dark road 
of hfe like sleep-walkers. And yet none goes wrong 
for whom shines the red light of love. 



Chapter XV 



THOUGHTS IN SLEEPLESS NIGHTS 

SOCIAL man hovers between two dangers : to 
suffer wrong, or to inflict it. Conflicts which 
may lacerate the heart of a man striving after justice 

arise from those two dangers. 

The greatest sufferings of my hfe have sprung from 
this. 

I have suffered wrong. I Utile felt it in matters 
corporeal or in matters of fact. I cannot remember 
ever to have been corporeally maltreated; neither 
as a cowherd, a schoolboy, nor an apprentice, and if 
a blow or anything of the sort had actually been dealt 
me» it is quite certain that it would have hurt me 
more in the soul than in the body. In worldly affairs, 
I may have been sometimes imposed upon, often I 
did not notice it, and if I did, I did not bother about it. 
There lay no great suffering in it for me. I do not 
greatly complain because that wrong has been done me. 

I am much more sensitive in another direction. 
When I am nwraUy wronged, be it a malicious blow 
against my personal honour, be it an intentional, 
ill-natured twisting of my opinions and aims, a suggest- 
ing of selfish motives, then my nature rises against 
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it. Sometimes I ask it then, this outraged nature : 

Why revolt ? If you feel yourself right and strong, 
let them do what they will, nothing can happen to 
yon. Thereupon, I indignantly respond : I am no 
saint, I am nature. Yes, certainly, nature with a 
passionate heart. But if the heart will not allow itself 
to be touched in its greatest property, in its ideal self, 
then it becomes self-Ioving, perhaps also a little vain. 
Weak humanity cannot be blamed for that, especially 
if he strives to become gradually strongs. That 
growth is a peculiar thing'; we get older, more delicate, 
more nervous, and the soul is expected to grow 
stronger I I think it certainly possible that an old, 
weak, sick person can acquire a heart hard as steel, but 
is that a goal devoutly to be wished ? I do not want 
to gain hardness of heart, but rather peace of heart. 
Meanwhile, I do not possess it, and therefore, the 
moral wrong I suffer stirs up a rebellion. A sorrow 
inflicted with intention hurts doubly ; it hurts as 
a wound and it hurts as a wrong. A violent feeling 
of wrath, hatred, yea, revenge against the offender 
storms through my whole being, and in this state I 
am ahvays in great danger of doing wrong. My pen 
becomes terribly like a sword ! It is often real good 
luck that the post does not leave every hour, that there 
is a stove in my room. The letter was written in the 
heat of passion, with fever-throbbing brow, with 
wmged desire to strike the adversary to the heart, to 
hurt him» to punish him in his own being i<xr wha.t he 
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has done to me. Having calmed myself by writing, 
the Alpine lake becomes more tranquil, and soon 
mirrors again the stars of the sky. The* letter is 
torn into a thousand pieces and thrown into the 
stove. I cannot hate longer than an hour, then 
comes the reaction and my foe appears more k>veable--* 
at least, more needful of love than one who has never 
harmed me. And so it can happen that I may to- 
day defend the opponent against whom I yesterday 
lodged a complaint. Men, who are much niled by 
the spiritual powers — Uke the poet — are inconsistent 
in such matters. I do not greatly mind that reproach. 

The feeling of hatred is much worse in its 
consequences, it almost regularly turns the suffer- 
ing of wrong into the doing of wrong. The best 
is, when calm reason can take possession of the 
affair, weighing the care with the care of the trader 
weighing saffron, and giving its opinion impartially. 
But that must be done mostly by a third person. 
The disputants cannot be the arbitrators. He who 
has the spear in his breast will not stop to seek the 
motive that caused the spear to be hurled. He will 
only give a harsh cry of pain and endeavour to pull 
the weapon out of the wound and to hurl it back 
upon the aggressor with a curse. 

Those who wrestle against each other in ardent pas- 
sion, are the poorest of the poor. Many a night under 
the weight of some enmity I have wept over myself 
und over my adversary. But when the mourning rose 
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again to wrath, tlien sometimes the mischief increased 
also. A hundred kinds ol projects of revenge rose, a 
hundred possihilities of harming and annihilating 
the enemy. And what is tiie end ? That one wrong 
breeds another. The only redemption out ol such a 
conflict is — ^pardon, silence and oblivion. A decent 
man can afford to let much abuse settle on him with- 
out hurt to himself. 

No state is more dreadful than the recognition 
that we have caused evil to others and see no possi- 
bility of reparation. A deeply wronged heart is 
child's grief, but a bad conscience is damnation. 
While everything round you hes in peaceful sleep 
you turn restlessly on your couch from one side to 
the other. You call up one fancy after the other, but 
none excuses you, and your own thoughts are your 
adversaries. In the morning you get up with a heavy 
head and a bitter palate, as if you were ill, and so 

you are. And not any sooner will you be well, and 
not any sooner will you recover your peace of mind, 
until you have done your utmost to make up for 
the wrong you did to another. 

The Russian poet, Tolstoy, sees in the Christian 
commandment to love your ^emy the extreme conse^ 
quence fhat we should never resist an enemy, endure 
everything from him without defence ; in this way 
the adveisaiy would soonest tire of his animosity. 
Looked at more closely Tolstoy is not in the right. 
You have opponents without the least fault of yours. 
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and there exist natural aversions. You believe, when 
suffering the &:st wrong patiently, without resistance, 
the aggressor will be generous and leave yon abne in 
the future. Quite the contrary ; when the iU-willed 
adversary knows that you allow yourself to be killed 
tranquilly, he just kills you. 

I mean that to do wrong is sin, but to suffer wrong 
may be sin also. For through the latter we may 
favour and encourage wrong, and in the course of 
time all those who do not resist would be extirpated, 
the violators alone would endure, and it would finally 
come to the Nietzschean doctrine, namely, that only 
the strong and the reckless had the right to be masters 
of the world. 

When historical humanity was two thousand years 

old, a man rose who founded the religion of desire 
for the world. This rehgion taught the advantage 
of the one chosen people, the increase and expansion 
of this people, the conquest of foreign tribes, earthly 
power and the appropriation of the riches of this 
world I That is the religion of Moses. 

After four thousand years of history a man rose 
who founded the religion of contempt for the world. 
This religion acknowledges the vanity of the earthly, 
teaches how to help oneself and one's fellow-men 
patiently and lovingly through the trial of this world 
and to obtain indestructible happiness in the spirit. 
That is the religion of Christ. 
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And when these epochs of history are fulfilled, wiH 
there not arise a man who will found the religion oi 
World-Negatkm ? This idigioo will teach very 

quickly the world and the whole oi mankind to annihi- 
late iisdl. 

How much sin and suffering there is at this moment 
on earth ! How many human beings are tormented, 
how many animals tortuied ! How much miseiy in 
fhe homes of the poor, how much soffering in hospitals, 
how much despair in prisons, how many cursings 
of the roofless and the homeless! If now a voice 
spoke to you who rejoice in a quiet, peaceful home : 
"You can quench all the burning heartache of man- 
kind with your heart's blood, open your veins ! would 
you do it ? You answer: " Wherefore this question ? 
My suffering could alleviate that of others! '* But you 
agreed with the philosopher who asserted that the 
world existed only in your idea ! If that is so, then 
break the apparatus of your idea and with it you do 
away with all the pain in the world. 

I presume that humanity, taken as a whole, like 
one person, in the course of time, must live through 
all the characters of its individuals. Thus we have 
the epochs of the humane, the brutal, the ascetic, the 
evil-doer, the dreamer, the energetic, the simpleton, 
ihe hypocrite, etc. Each human chaiacter, as. we 
find it in the individual, has its century, in which it 
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becomes tmiveisal and ruling. And as a person out- 
lives himself, a certain spirit exhausts itself, so the 
spirit of the time exhausts itself, to make room for 
another. 

Perhaps at no time was the selfishness of the indi- 
vidual as great as to-day, and also the desire of rising 

higher in the social scale, and at no time was there 
more general talk about forms of governments in 
which the individual means nothing, the whole all. 

How is it possible that modem man, who cares only 
for his own advantage, who can only see the pro- 
gress of the whole in the free development of his 

personality, who only knows the maxim ** The State 
for me/' should in a 'twinkling accept the maxim 
" I for the State " 

Humanity sickens with discord, and I fear that 
this disease will cause it to perish. 

As far back as men's thoughts complaints are heard 
of the perverseness of the world. If the world was 
always perverse," this perversity is probably its 
natural position. But how then can we speak of 
perversity ? 

Good Fortune, it is ass^ed, is round* I befieve it 
is much more likely shaped like a heart. The wheel 
of Chance may roll as it likes, a heartless man has 
no talent for happiness. 
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Fcirg&t what fhon hast; 
Remember what thou art> 
Take Heavea as thou mair'st — 
And the earth, as it is. 

Many educators are fond of repeating to the child 

continually : Child, all you have, and enjoy, food, 
clothes^ shelter^ language, school, laws, etc., you owe 
to others, therefore you cannot be grateful enough. 
Is that always good ? Does that tend to the develop- 
ment of a manly, self-reliant character ? 

Would not a brave man be oppressed by the idea 
that he was a receiver of gifts, tolerated amongst 
men. Yet he shall not forget to be grateful. Yea, 
just for that, that others willingly admit our right 
and respect it, for that we ought to be grateful. 

The Cross is the sign of the unity of the world* 

represented by a line crossed by a line. 

Unfortunately, it often seems to me that I do not 
know repentance. All the wrong I have done has 
had its cause, and under the same causes I should 
do it again. 

I dare not judge the so-called " wicked ; " I believe 
they would not be wicked if they were happy. I 
see it in myself, it is only wh^ I feel happy that I 
like to be good to others, and that I am so easily ; if 
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I experience evil from the world, I am discontented, 
and too easily become hard-hearted and haish. 

With the poor I recognize the blessing of money, 
with the rich its curse. 

The philosophers came each one with a special 
theoretical God ; a few even proved Him mathematic- 
aOy. A God who has to be proved is of no use to 
me. 

If any one should say to me : " Behold, there is 
God» there He is 1 " and I do not see Him, then for 
the first time doubt comes to me. I must be able to 
picture Him as something to be grasped by the senses. 

The thought of God is not for the Universe, it 
is for us men and must have a2S3anbol ; too ethereal 
a God easily evaporates," a jesting tongue once said. 

We may love the world, we may hope for Heaven, 
we must believe in God. God can do without every- 
thing except faith in Him. 

If, my dear N., you assure an uneducated person 

to-day : " It is not to be proved scientifically that there 
is a God," he goes to-morrow to < his neighbour and 
sa3^ : "Mr. N. has assured me that there is no God." 

In spite of our artihciaiiy acquired education and 
culture, in extraoxdinaty situations of life we fall back 
at once into the natural state. When the mind is 
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highly exdtcd, when dangers and various diseases, 
etc* are threatening, man becomes entirely natural, 
and the master-mild is haidi^ to be distiog^ 
the charcoal-burner. 

There are people who say as fcrilows : " Away with 
doctrines that promise us happiness m another world i 

we wish to be happy in this world.** Qoite right, kt 
every one be as happy as possiUe. Now, however, 
there are people who can only be happy in this world 
if they hope for some good in the next. Should it 
be made more difficult ior the latter to be happy ? 

It is said, that Christianity does not lay enougli 
stress on the love oi animals. Yet the holy Christ 
took op His abode first with the animals--^th the 

ox and the ass, and they warmed the babe with their 
breath. Is it possible that the deep meaning oi this 
myth is mfsonderstood by Christianity itself ? 

Many a man's heart is overlaid with a crust of ice 
which only melts when burning coals are heaped 

on Lis head. 

Truth. 

Oh, thou seeker after Troth, 

Ask not where it lies f 

Thou bast it not, thou gain'st it not^ 

For Thou thyself art Truth. 
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HUMILITY 

THE oldest myth of mankind is a fiery warning 
against disobedience and pride. How trivial 
it sounds, and how profound it is: Disobedience 
drove man from Paradise. Pride hurled the angels 
from Heaven. Pride leads to humiliation. Humility 
to Perfection. History tells it when the aggressors 

have obtained — for others misery, murder and slavery, 
for themselves perdition. The proud man pledges 
his whole strength,[his life» in order to rule ; he sacrifices 
ever5rthing to his greed for rule, and yet he does not 
rule. It is a mad fancy if any one believes he rules ! 
We are all ruled* the least by a narrow circle, the 
great by the world. And the elephant by a midge. 
The general thinks he leads armies, a single stone from 
a roof smashes hishead. He thinks he conquerslands 
and countries, and is the personal slave of abominable 
vices, which drag him like mocking spirits into the 
abyss. And his enslaved nation ! It is a people 
gnashing its teeth and cursmg, a people of foes, and 
in a short space of time his most brilliant victories 
become shameful defeats. It is the most important 
oflSce of the executioner in the history of the world to 
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humble the prcmd. But this enforoed humility is 

none, it is only contempt. I see no tragedy in the 
ruin of the proud, rather the glad work of justice. 

What has been done that is great and lasting is 
not done by pridft. Humility brought men together, 
because one alone saw that he was too weak. Humil- 
ity founded Society, because it became clear to men 
that they could only exist in a community. Humility 
made men benevolent, charitable and indulgent to 
each other because they saw that they needed indul* 
gence and kindness themselves. Humility redeemed the 
world, when Christ gave the example that one man 
must sacrifice himself for the other. 

All religion, all bliss and joy oi heart is founded on 
humihty. 

Man is such that he may not seek his salvation in 

justice but m grace. Do you know, ray friend, what 
prayer is ? Perhaps you wish to rid yourself of it. 
Who prays to-day ? Gently, freethinker, you pray 1 
You pray, without knowing it — or wanting to do 
it. Every humble thought is a prayer. In what 
lies the essence of prayer except in humihty I In 
the self acknowledgment of our own importance, 
need of help, in the recognition of a higher power, 
which can give us grace and help us. That prayer 
gives comfort to him who prays faithfully, is not only 
assured by rehgion, but also confirmed by psychologists. 

Whence comes comfort to him who prays ? Out 
of the words he says ? No, it comes out of the feeling 
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of humility, of pity for oneself. In the feeling that 
he is to be pitied he pities others, and hopes that a 
higher kind!} power will show pity to him. 

Would he promise himself anything from a prayer 
running perhaps thus: 

'*Lord God! I come in order to remind you of 
your duty. You have put me into this miserable world 
without my knowledge and against my will, and I 
feel myself far too good for it. Out of the misery 
into which I have chanced to come through no fault 
of mine, and through your clumsmess, you must now 
deliver me as my right if you can, unless you are after 
all more insignificant than myself. I daim to obtain 
all the necessary and good things due to me in conse- 
quence of my existence." 

Such a prayer would hardly produce consola- 
tion, comfort and ediiication, but rather bitterness 
and despair. But it would be balsam to a sad heart 
if you harbour the following thoughts in your for- 
saken condition : 

Eternal Lord and God ! Thou art 1 O Lord, 
Thou art, that I know, I see it in myself and in 
all beings, and all events as far as my senses 
reach. How Thou art, that I do not know, for 
Thou art great above all human imagination and I 
am so small and so poor. But I am a part of 
Thyself, and therefore I cannot be lost, therefore I 
may feel myself one with Thee, therefore I may conse- 
crate my sorrows which help towards my purification 



Diguizea by Google 



aTO MY KINGDOM OP HEAVEN 



to Thee, therefore I may pray for Your mercy, for all 
the weaknesses and going astray to which man has 
fallen a prey, according to Your inscratable dec&ion, 
I could not fear any anxiety, if I did not know Thee 
above me, Thou Almighty Father. It is certain that 
in Thy great world a single being like myself means 
nothing, yet I must be in the design of the whole, 
and pai^s away and be again, but Thou art the great 
kind heart, which will be gracious to every single 
creature, and therefore I pray Thee for all and each 

Your infinite kindness, be my snjjport and help)er." 

Wiio can pray like this ? Only the meek. He 
who can pray thus is to be called blessed, that a part 
of expiation lies in humility. Our law also says : A 
repentant criminal gets milder punishment than a 
stubborn, hardened one. In the confessional of the 
Roman Catholic Church forgiveness depends chiefly 
on humility ; humility is by no means as humiliating 
as is supposed — ^its ladder is an ascending one, while 
pride, as the wise of old said, leads to a fall. 

Humility conceals moral dangers, but they may 
be overcome byhumiUty itself if it is of the right kind. 

Is the humble man to suffer wrong without defend-* 
ing himself ? By doing so he will not lessen but 
rather increase his inmost worth. But if he opposes 
wrong he does not do so out of personal aggressivmiess, 
but rather from a sense of justice. 

Humility must not be mistaken for fawning ; the 
consciousness of self, the }ay in merit is not excluded. 
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Humility need not always bend itself before men, but 
it must be such that you do not claim as personal 
merit what you are and can do» but as a gift of destiny, 
as a grace of Heaven, as a talent which you have not 
acquired lilce a piece of money, which was not given 
to you either to dispose of as you like and without 
consideration, but which has only been granted you 
in order that you may achieve some good with it 
under the guidance of your good will which is your 
only merit. This loan can be taken from you to-day 
or to-morrow. The human ract^ as a whole has certainly 
cause to be ahttle proud of itself, and will» it is be hoped, 
come to something ; but the individual is so wretched, 
so unreliable and so perishable, that it seems quite 
incomprehensible how its body can rise, can blow out 
its windbag, can bluster and boast of qualities and 
services rendered, which sprang not so much out of 
personal abihty as out of strange conditions and influ- 
^ces. 

One who is nothing and can do nothing would, accord- 
ing to my opinion, have much more cause for defiance 
and opposition against a destiny which denied him 
all than the other who has been so favoured. The 
latter ought to be constantly grateful and try con- 
tinually to show himself worthy of the gifts. It is 
easier for the great and important man to be humble ; 
for him humility and simplicity are an ornament ; 
with the lowly it might be considered fawning. We 
read of a master mind who was famous through the 
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whole educated world , whoever approached him did 
so with deference, and whom did he find ? An ordi- 
naiy looking, almost timid man, who agreed with his 
visitor, not to say submitted to him. If his visitor 
was a highly gifted person, then the great man showed 
himself in his whole nature, which never opposed, 
but contained to build up. If the visitor was insigni- 
ficant, then the great man was the same, and did not 
step out of himself. So it happened that he ap* 
peared in company just as commonplace, tmintellectual 
and insigni&cant as any Philistine. He gave to each 
one what he ahready had, and was considered not only 
a genial but also an amiable man — and he did not 
compromise himself. 

The humble man does not feel himself a completed 
unity, with which the world has to reckon ; he ranges 

himself rather on the side of the whole or submits to it ; 
he knows he is nothing as an individual, but strong 
and imperishable as a part of the whole. A chief sign 
of hmnility is faithfulness. He will not only love the 
evil which his ancestors have tilled, he will also grate- 
fully love his horse which has carried him to victory. 
The humble man can give a soul to all, and is grateful 
to every creature. He lives a deep inner life, which 
is incomparably richer in treasures and happiness 
than all the outward splendour of the mighty. 

Humility is of the highest value because, in creating 
inner peace, she is the origin of many virtues. I have 
mentioned gratitude and amiability ; benevolence is 
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still to be named ; modesty, simplicity, innocence, 
gaiety — are aU children of humility. Modesty is not 
hmnility certainly, it is an amiable quality, but it 
is not an ethical trait of character. Modesty is shown 
outwardly* it expresses itself in its bearing towards 
our fellow creatures, in contentment with little earthly 
wealth. Htmiility is an inner essence, so to speak, 
the modest bearing of man towards his God. Pride 
is always contradictory, pessimistic, critical, there- 
fore not creative. Humility is the opposite. Humility 
is strong, it unconsciously builds up greater things 
than pride is able to pull down with the best will. 
Humility is unconquerable. He who has placed his 
desire on nothing, from him can nothing be taken. 
Humility liberates; by limiting itself it prevents 
the danger of being limited by others. Pride can 
easily be brought to nought, humihty never; except 
it be a false humility, only assumed for obtaining 
happiness and honour. There are people who alwa3r8 
look on the ground when any one praises them, but 
at once b^jin to praise themselves if no one else does 
it. True humility is as imperishable as adamant. 

Each one should say, '* I will be meek," but nobody 
cansay"! am meek," for if he says so he isno longer 
meek. As there are people who possess an intrusive 
modesty, and become burdensome and immodest with 
over-modesty, so the apparently meek can fail a 
prey to Pharisean pride, whidh, because coupled 
with hypocrisy, is the worst oi prides. True humihty 

18 
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always produces the feeling of being far too little 

resigned and humble in comparison to what we are, 
and what we can accomplish in contrast with an 
infinite divine greatness. 

Because humility harmonizes with resignation it 
brings peace of heart. It will be creative in the 
desire to render as much service as possible, so as not 
to be quite a parasite on God's earth. For in hu- 
mility hes the noblest pnde ; m it hes quiet modesty 
and calm manliness, the readiness to serve and the 
chaste veiling of the inner worth — in short what is 
called simphcity. Humility will be resigned if hopes 
and plans come to nought, and will seek in the narrow 
drde of diffidence the place of rest which he who 
calls himself Lord of the Earth never finds. 

Humility is a stranger in our time, for the age con- 
siders haughtily how far it has advanced. Besides 
money it only knows the ideal — honour ; yet not the 
honour oi natural capability and moral integrity, but 
rather that outward honour, which every street arab 

can destroy and which can probably be car\'ed out again 
with the sword. This honour, this outward consider- 
ation is merely pride. And because pride makes a 
false picture which we can never reach — ^for ambition 
is as insatiable as avarice — so pride destroys our peace, 
and makes us sceptical pessimistic, despondent, stupid, 
and the last link of this devil^s chain is despair. It 
may be seen all too clearly : our age is not only above 
measure haughty, it is also restless and dissatisfied. 
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The proud spirits have beea huried from Heaven* 

That myth is full of meaning for all times. If our 
haughty spirit continues to move in that direction on 
the day on which the worid is vanquished hy technical 
perfection mankind will commit suidde through a 
last great invention. But not out of humility, as if 
it felt itself unworthy to live, but out of disappoint* 
ment, a final acknowledgment that all its proud 
strivmgs and proud strength have destroyed peace 
in human hearts and torn God's letter of grace to 
shreds. 
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HALF-WAY 

« 

ONE evening at a dinner party of serious men the 
conversation turned on the usefulness of the 

Gospels in the world. Several of those present held 
that Christian doctrine did not alone guarantee eternal 
salvation, but also earthly happiness, peace in human 
society, the prosperity of each single individual. 

There was one who denied this. "If every one 
lived according to Christian doctrine/' he said, then 
perhaps I admit that it can lead to happiness on earth. 
It is different if only a few live in accordance \\ath it. 
For them it is not of advantage, rather is the individual 
ruined through it. Supposing it were possible 
to loilow that elevated doctrine in its whole rigour, 
it would make man absolutely incapable of the tasks 
and aspirations of modem society, would even — if 
misunderstood— lead to aberrations and bye-paths, 
of which I can relate an example from life.'* 

Thereupon said another : *^ If you know an example 
that the following of Christian teaching leads to wrong 
paths, I know a hundred, yea thousands, of examples 
that not following it leads to destruction.** 

*' Well, that goes without saying," said several, " and 
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has been proved long ago. Yet it might be interesting 
to hear the exception, if the other would teU them." 

He began : *' As it is not to be feared that the fate of 
the hero of my story can more estrange any of us from 
the Christian doctrine than, as far as we know» is 
already the case, and because none of us will probably 
go in as literally for the Sermon on the Mount as my 
Herr Eberhard did, I may perhaps be permitted to 
tell the tale without contradiction. The moral, if one 
is desired, would be the following : The individual 
went to destruction through following the Christian 
doctrine, because the others did not follow it also." 

And thereupon he began : ''In the httle country 

town of K Hved a young bookseller's assistant called 

Eberhard Roland. He had immigrated a few years 
ago from a neighbouring place after having buried his 
mother and his sister there. They had been his only 
relations, he had helped them courageously in their 
sufferings. The Rolands had once been a respected 
burgher-family and had then been visited by an 
immense misfortune. One of the Rolands had been 
condemned to death on account of a terrible deed of 
violence and had been hanged. That was the 
grandfather of this Eberhard. From that time the 
family had gone down-hill — ^it was dishonoured, 
avoided, despised. Business stood still, was wrecked, 
the family became poor, but maintained itself honestly 
though in dire poverty for many years. No one had 
anything to say against these industrious people. 
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but that a member of the family had been hanged 

remained unforgotten and was patent on every occasion. 
Eberhard's father had been a linen-weaver and had 
died young ; the son had leamt bookbinding and had 
kept his mother and sister honestly and fairly by his 
trade, till both died in one week during an epidemic. 

"From that time Eberhardlived in the town of K 

where he rose from a bookbinder to a bookseller, after 
having tried in vain several other ways of earning his 
living. His was a restless mind, jumping to and &o in 
extremes. Of a rather meditative, even ecstatic tem- 
perament he entertained for a time the idea of entering 
a monastery, until he entered a bank as correspondent. 
In a short time he was an accountant and had saved 
a few hundred dollars. Then he rented a hay-shed in a 
suburb and began to trade in timber and coals. Soon 
known as a trustworthy business man his trade flour- 
ished, and the shed became a stately depot to which 
were added larger warehouses, and the simple book* 
binder became a respected merchant* But that was 

not all. Of handsome person and kindly manners, he 
won the only daughter of the banker in whose employ 
he had been, and became a well-to-do husband and 
householder. A year later a child came, and a great 
trump, he drew the chief number in a great state- 
lottery. Now he was at once a demi-milUonaire, and 
did not know himself how it had all happened. 

'* But now a change gradually took place in him 
which he only noticed himself probably rather late. 
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Living once upon a time among poor people, he had 
been very pitiful, and though he had not been able to 
do much for the sufiering, he always had a wann heart 
for them, and his word of S3anpathy consoled many 
sufferers more than a gift in the hand. But in propor- 
tion as Herr Eberhard became wealthy, his heart cooled 
towards the poor. He was charitable, it is true, gave 
alms, yet less from an inner feeling than because he 
felt himself obhged to do so as a rich man. To see 
poverty before him was disagreeable to him, and 
sometimes it seemed to him a taint which clings to 
the hivolous or careless. Once upon a time he would 
have liked to feed the hungry beggar, without requir- 
ing to know why he had to suffer hunger, now Herr 
Eberhard always asked : ' Why do you not work ? 
What have you done that you have fallen so low ? ' 

** Formerly in his scanty leisure he had felt very com- 
fortable and cosy in his httle room with the few pieces 
of wooden furniture and the little pictures of mother 
and sister on the wall. Now in his richly furnished 
rooms he was displeased, now with this, now with that, 
and his wishes and needs were ever a little in advance 
of realities. Sometimes he felt the burden of wealtii, 
the burden of the duties attached to it, then again it 
seemed to him as if he made too little use of his strength, 
his credit, his circumstances, and as if it were his task 
to become still richer — as rich as it is possible for a 
human being to be* He therefore allowed himself 
only little rest, calculated, planned new enteiprises. 
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and when at the end of the year he balanced his ac- 
counts, as far as it could be done with ius extensive 
possessions and afiaiis, he saw with an ever joyful 
terror how quickly millions grow. Nevertheless he 
continued to ask himseU why they did not grow even 
quicker — what was the canse of it ? When in soch 
an hour he descended his carpeted stairs, the carriage 
awaiting him, to go to a philanthropical meeting, 
the form of a ragged beggar crouched at the gate 
shivering, with a stmken greenish face and glassy eye. 
He almost barred the road for the gentleman, and in 
an importunate way held out his mummified hand for 
ahns. 

" * How is this ? ' asked Herr Eberhard, angry with 
the impudent fellow, ' Do I owe the creature any- 
thing ? Pbor ? He smells of brandy, I think. Why 

don't you work ? Are you not ashamed to live on 
other people's work ? And impudent 1 Away, you 
disgust me; I shall give you nothing.* With that 
he quickly entered his carriage, but before the foot- 
man shut the carriage-door, the beggar sank together 
and a stream of blood flowed from his mouth. He had 
given himself a deadly stab with a sharp knife. 

" From that day Herr Eberhard's wealth no longer 
increased. Not as if henceforth a curse rested on his 
house, but rather a blessing. Herr Eberhard decided 
to live more for the poor. He renounced the great 
benefits he had hith^o obtained from his affairs, 
and was satisfied with less, which he distributed not 
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only to charitable institutions, but also to individuals. 
But through that his place of business became still 
more sought after, and he could hardly carry out his 

charities without his wealth increasing. When a boy, 
the catechist had given him the Imitation of Chrisi 
as a present. That had been his favourite book in the 
time of his suffering youth. Now Herr Eberhard took 
up the book agam and read it mstead of the stock- 
exchange lists. He was serious over it. He had all 
luxury taken from his apartments. He had struggles 
with hb family as one luxury was to be done away 
¥dth after the other, but he said : ' Dear ones, we have 
gone astray in tiie wilderness of money, we must turn 
back and become men.* The young people had to 
submit whether they liked it or not, to become men — 
and they became men. The sons gave up sport, 
the daughters dress. But they only did it after Mr. 
Eberhard told them one day that he had lost nearly 
his whole fortune in a speculation which had failed. 
In reality it was not exactly so, only that he gave away 
. daily thousands of dollars to workhouses, hospitals, 
schools, churches and beggars. He still worked a 
few hours a day, the rest he spent in studying statistics, 
in searching out poverty and misery, and then he saw 
indeed that poverty and misery were above all measure 
unfathomable and that no wealth on earth could 
compensate for it. That did not make him despondent. 
He wished to do his utmost, and to sacrifice himself 
entirely to his fellow creatures. He diligently read 
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the Gospel of Christ : — Blessed axe the poor in spirit, 
for theirs is the Kingdom of Heaven. Blessed are 
the merciful, they will obtain mercy. Give to him 
who asks thee and do not turn from him who will 
borrow irom thee. Let not your left hand know what 
your ri^t does» and see that your alms remain secret. 
Do not gather treasures on earth, where rust and 

moths devour ; Lay up treasures in Heaven And 

when Herr Eberhard lost himself in this teaching and 
followed it, he often breathed as if relieved. The man 
who died at his door no longer gazed at him with 
infinite reproach, he looked upon him almost kindly. 

" The poor of all kinds crowded to the gate of the 
rich man. Mr. Eberhard no longer strictly discerned 
between deserved and undeserved poverty, he helped 
where and how he could. For one he paid the interest 
due, for another taxes, for a third he wrote himself as 
surety on the debtor's biU. To one who had defrauded 
and was threatened with discovery he gave money to 
make up the deficit. And when his wife and children 
asked him what these people wanted, when the business 
was so entirely ruined, he answered : ' These are the 
creditors come to fetch their property which I have 
hitherto administered. 

His wife was silent and looked fuU of presentiment 
into a sad future. Yet it was sweet to her, that her 
family was so worshipped by the populace, and that 
she herself, as the wife of the rich philanthropist, en- 
joyed honours on every occasion as if she were the 
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princess of the town and of the valley. Certainly in 
the background voices were heard : ' Those Eberhards 

know why they do so much good ; they conld even do 
a great deal more. When a man like Eberhard gives 
a hundred doUais which he takes out of his cash box, 
it is just as if a poor man gave a penny. Such a man 
can give away a milhon, and it does not hurt him as 
much as if a poor man has to pawn his boots/ 

** Herr Eberhard heard few of these voices, for loud 
praise stood in the foreground. He sometimes appeared 
to himself like a saint who gives away the riches of this 
earth out of charity. He talked to his children of the 
immorahty of wealth either inherited or not acquired 
personally, and made them earn their own living. 
It was a hard task to him, a superhuman fight, before 
he turned them out, yet at last the text : Thou shait 
leave thy family and follow Me I decided him. 
And he continued to give away the remainder of his 
fortune. His wife could in time have placed him 
under the tutelage of the law, if she had not been led 
astray by his representations that all had been lost 
long ago through an unfortunate speculation, and his 
giving away was nothing but the restitution of money 
entrusted to him. Now she fell round his neck and 
said : * My dear husband, we shall have to go begging 
ourselves soon.* 

* O short sighted child of man/ said Herr Eberhard 
to her, * think of the word of the Saviour : He who has 
two coats give one to him who has none. See the 
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little birds in the air, the httle flowers in tlie field, they 
sow not, they reap not, and the Heavenly Father 
nonzishes and clothes them all the same. If there 
only remains to me a little garret, such as I once 
possessed then I am quite content/ 

few years passed and his goal was reached* Heir 
Eberhard lived in a little cold garret, with sloping 
walls. And when his wife, who lay on a sick bed, 
wished to patch his coat, he could not go out to collect 

victuals, for he had only one coat. His sons, pampered 
in their youth, had not been able to stand the harsh 
stmgig^ for existence and had perished, his daughters 
had taken up a trade which made it impossible for 
them ever to come under the honest eyes of their 
parents. So the two aged people were quite alone. 
But Kerr Eberhard had not found the contemplation 
and the inward peace in his garret which he had hoped 
for. His deeds of charity sometimes knocked at his 
anxious heart like guilt, especially when he thought 
of his lost children. Besides, he was daily insulted by 
the brutahty of those to whom he came as a beggar ; 
they called him a spendthrift, who got his deserts. 
Of the people, ahnost numberless, to whom he had done 
good once upon a time in a large or a small way, only 
a few now existed ; of these one excused himself with 
his own cares, the other handed him reluctantly a small 
gift and the good advice to go and earn something for 
himself — ^that manual work was no disgrace. Nothing 
remained of the bouudiesb adoration he had once 
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enjoyed in the country, yea, it was even recalled to 

memory that worthlessness must after all lie in the 
blood, for his grandfather had been hanged. 

" Herr Eberhard found no fitting text in his gospel for 
such bitterness of heart. He felt that the beautiful 
words of the blessedness of the gentle^ sad and despised 
did not fit his circumstances, as if the Saviour had been 
unable to think sucli a monstrous ingratitude in the 
world possible. 

** One day an order came from the law that Herr 
Eberhard must pay fifteen hundred thalers for a 
security he had once stood. Thereupon he answered : 
* Do as you Uke, I have nothing.' Then a constable 
appeared with two attendants, and with them the rich 
master-baker of K , The latter took out his pocket- 
book, well filled with banknotes, but drew from it no 
banknotes but the debtor's bill on which Herr Eberhard 
stood as security. The baker abused and cursed a 
while the former debauchee and windbags who now 
meant to live on other honest people's work. Then 
tliey took possession of the few pieces of furniture and 
household utensils and Herr Eberhard was given 
notice to quit. 

"A bundle on his right arm, on the left his sick wife, 
Herr Eberhard tottered out of the house. He knocked 
at the house of well-to-do people, once his neighbours— 
they were evasive. A poor old tobacco-seller who was 
herself suffering with cold, in her booth invited the 
poor people to rest with her. But Herr Eberhard 



Digitizea by i^oogle 



286 BiY KINGDOM OF HEAVEN 



did not feel like resting, he left his wife with the woman 
and went out into the fields. A terrible tempest raged 

within him. He did not curse ungrateful mankind, no, 
he raged in infinite bitterness against the Gospel, which 
he had followed so full of faith and willing sacrifice, and 
which had brought him to his present pass. 

He went along by the millbrook. Then something 
came into his mind. He put it away quickly — he 
could not leave his wife. But what else ? Now what 
else ? — After long wanderings he turned back towards 
the town, it was beginning to get dark. He saw a big 
fat maji wdddiing along m front of him, sticking his 
walking stick at every step self-assertively on the stony 
ground. That was the baker who had a while ago 
taken liis home from him. He had probably been 
at his mill outside the town. Herr Eberhard's blood 
boiled in madness wbesa he saw,as it were, his monstrous 
error, his misfortune personified as it were, in this man. 
The baker was by no means a Christian ; he was hard 
and cruel, he unhesitatingly trod down existence 
after existence if he could draw profit from it. And 
how he prospered and did not in the least run the risk 
of getting poor, ever losing the esteem of his fellow 
creatures I Had he not once drawn him out of a great 
business embarrassment ? Was not perhaps the 
money in his well'^tocked pocketbook to-day £ber- 
hard's money ? Could he not take it back again 
now. . . . ? 

" Suddenly Heir Eberhard bent down, picked up a 
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stone vdth sharp comers and flung it at the baker's 
head* The latter dropped down without a sound. 

Herr Eberhard forgot why he had thrown the 
stone, left the dying man lying on the ground, and 
went hastily into the town, to put himself at the dis- 
posal of justice. Then someone ran after him and 
whispered : ' Herr Eberhard ! Herr Eberhard ! You 
want o follow your grandfather! But you must 
not.' 

" Herr Eberhard stood still and asked the rather 
uncanny looldng man what he wanted. 

** * No,' the latter repeated, * you must not. I'll 
take the baker upon myself. Do you remember ? 
The man who defrauded the Post-ofi^e! Fundler." 

** * You are Johann Fundler? That Johann Fundler ? ' 

" * I am he, ' answered the other. * And do you know 
what you said to me in those days when you lent me 
the misappropriated sum ? The Lord in Heaven 
rejoices at each lost sheep that is saved. I became 
an honest man, without anybody having an idea 
that I had been a blackguard. And I enjoyed many 
a happy year.' 

* Do you mean to pay me back the moneys perhaps ? ' 
lysked Herr Eberhard. 

" * I cannot do that.* 
" * Nor do I need it.' 

* I have less than nothing/ said the Post-office 
official. * I have stolen again, and the police are already 
on my heels; now nothing will help, and therefore I 
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take the baker upon myself and you can cross out 

my debt.* 

The man spoke in hasty staccato^ and then hurried 
away. 

** Herr Eberhard leaned against the trunk of a wild 
chestnut tree, and began to weep. After all gratitude 
exists t And what a gratitude ! 

" Late in the evening he returned to his wife, who lay 
in the tobacco-seller's small room on an old cloak, 
andsaidtoher : * If you only had been with me on this 
walk, we should both have a shelter in the future, not 
only I alone. Do you know the latest news ? They 
have just carried past the dead bakerwho sold us up* 
Assassinated with a stone in the fields. The Post- 
office clerk Fundler says he did it. Fundler is a liar. 
I shall prove to those gentlemen right enough that 
Fundler is a blackguard. But this blackguard is the 
most honest man in the whole town. He is grateful.* 
The next day the vnfewas taken to the workhouse 
and Herr Eberhard to prison. He had had hard work to 
wrest the slain baker from the grateful Post-office clerk. 
It seemed incredible that Heir Eberhard should have 
committed murder, and he voluntary made a sworn 

statement of the facts, saying that he did not know 
himself if it was a murder of revenge or for the sake of 
robb^. And now he had only his meditations left. 
Now he was able to think, why he had wished to follow 
the Saviour to the garret, and no farther — not to shame 
and disgrace, not to persecution, not to bodily pain 
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and cruciiixioii ? Why then had he sacri&ced his 
social position, his fortune, yea even his family, to do 

justice to the Gospel if lie at once yielded to human 
nature ? Now he saw whither the imitation of Christ 
leads : If you follow the Savour the whole way, you 
go to Heaven, if only half-way, you go to prison. In 
hoth cases there is suffering. He who will not suffer, 
innocently, must expiate." 
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Chapter XVIII 



AN ATHEIST 



H£R£ are pathetic people in the world. Those 



fanatical materialists who unconsciously cherish 
the loftiest imaginable idealism — to redeem the world 
throui^ matter— belong to that dass. 

My Doctor Roban, of Vienna, was such an idealist. 
He was an honest man, a thoroughly honourable, 
weU-meaning creature, wishing the best to every 
one, bat so extremely sensitive personally that he 
was convinced that everything that was best for 
his nature must also be best for all the others. He 
was very learned, could lose himself theoretically in 
the existence of a bird, a worm, a flower, a grain of 
sand, and praised pure objectivity as the highest 
standard of an educated human being. But he was 
absolutely incapable of understanding the inner life of 
his iellow-men» if it did not happen to resemble his 
own. He possessed a powerful battery of sarcasm 
and satire if it was a question of lashing out at the 
one-sidedness, intolerance and narrow-mindedness of 
others, never noticing that ahnost every blow recoiled 
upon himself. So, in spite of his great learning, and 
in spite of consummate logic in his way of thinking. 
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he was as innocent as a child, and in this innocence 
as good as an angel. I made Dr. Rohan's acquaint- 
ance during a holiday trip in Lower Austria about 
two years ago, after leaving the forest for the town. 
My aspiration to become an educated man was con- 
genial to him, and often when I came from Graz to 
Vienna he made me stay with him and be his guest. 
He was a bachelor and had grey hair which, combed 
backward, fell in waves over his broad shoulders. 
He was very stout, yet was alert in his movements 
and quickly tripped by my side through the streets, 
no matter how often he had to wipe the perspiration 
from his face witiii a blue handkerchief. In ordinary 
conversation he was a little clumsy in expression, the 
word that came hrst was good enough for him ; if it 
had to be the most characteristic, that had often to 
be searched for ; in chasing after it he stumbled over 
a great niuuber of others. But on the other hand, 
when he had happily put his sentence together it 
might have been printed without any farther correc- 
tion. In learned, philosophical matters he was very 
eloquent ; his head was his book, everj^thing was well 
ordered in it, and he only needed to read out of it. 

He was much concerned for the spiritual welfare 
of mankind in general, and for mine in particular. 
The chief thing, to him, was knowledge. The more 
a man knows, the more power he has to do; the 
better a man is outwardly, the more satisfied is he 
inwardly. 
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One day, we sat opposite each other on two easy 

chairs m his house ; the conversation had stopped, 
when he asked suddenly ; How old are you now« 
my dear friend ? 

** Past four-and-tweiity." 
Good. You are a man. But are you man enough 
to hear a great truth, which I have to communicate 
to you ? It is a hard matter of fact ; childhood's 
dreams may he lovely, hut they must come to an end. 
When you are strong enough, I will tell you something." 

•* Does it concern my family ? " I asked, suffocated, 
for I remembered that my mother had not been very 
well for some time. 

In reality it does not concern 3four family," said 
Dr. Roban ; " the matter is much more important. 
See: Educated people must despise ecstasy, must 
learn to thmk dearly, and above all belong to truth. 
And so, when you are really in the right frame of mind 
not to be too taken aback, I must confide something 
to you." He bent forward, laid his hands on my knee 
and said solemnly : " My dear Rosegger, there is no 
God.'* 

I breathed freely and replied : *^ Oh, if that's all, 

I read that in a book when I was a boy." 

** Indeed I " he repUed surprised, " but many 
traits in you show a bdief in a God." 

Hereupon, 1 answered that I proceeded scientifically 
in this matter, and that I could only relinquish a 
God if His non-existence was proved. 
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The doctor at once burst forth in a flood of examples 
irom the appearances oi life, irom natural history, 
which, in his opinion, proved vdth the ^arpness of a 
razor how it stood with the existence of God and the 
immortality of the soul. 

I let m3^f be caught in an argument, and so like 
two fools, a young and an old one, we fenced with 
finite things in order to get at the infinite. At last, 
he became violent and called me a simpleton incapable 
of being educated, a religious j^alot, a subjective 
ecstatic who could not rise superior to his highly 
personal feeling nor enter into the objective world- 
contemplation of free spirits. 

I loved the doctor so well that I should have liked 
to accept his philosophy — or it was nothing else — if 
with the temperament of five-and-twenty a new con- 
ception of the world could be put on like a clean shirt. 
Meanwhile, he declared himself satisfied that I did not 
contradict Darwinism, for which I had no reason, 
because behind it everything still finds a place that, in 
my opinion, had hitherto made up the value and the 
consecration of the world. 

Once I put before the doctor the impertinent argu- 
ment tliat natural science had perhaps to ignore 
God and inunortahty of the soul, but not to deny it. 
But speculative and didactic leanings were too strong 
in him, and he sought contmually to convert me to 
his opinions. 

His desire to press his philosophical creed upon his 
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feliow-creatures increased with the years; "he who 
requires religioiis paiaphemaUa is a coward/' he used 
to say, *'aii idk>t, who fancies a soul in an animal 
body ! *' A Cretin, who presents his compliments 
to a personal God. There is no personal God." 

And he repeated it continually, so that somebody 
once S lid of him : " That man hurts my feelings. 
To put forever beiore me : My dear iriead, twice two 
is four ! A thing that goes without saying. There is 
no personal God, take that in ! Twice two is four, 
take that in ! 

I enlarged on it no farther. Twice two can also 
be five. Once, by the bye, I drove two couple of sheep 
in the morning to pasture and brought home hve in the 
evening. 

If he went in for statistics or geography, zoology 
or geology, technology or aesthetics, or if he took up 
ordinary eveiy-day things, he always came to the 
same conclusion and always lost his temper over it : 
** There is no God. We are animals, have no other 
purpose than the animals^ our ethical 4aw is nothing 
but the law of human self-preservation." He called 
heart a weakness ; yet he had moist eyes when he saw 
anybody suffer, and helped, where he could, as if it 
were really worth while to quit the hif^ standard of 
science and to give himself over to softness of the heart 
for beings bom only to die. In this man, especially, 
I saw that materialism is by a long way not so black 
as it is painted — but it requue^ a noble nature; it 
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would not do for brutal people (and they are certainly 
the greater number). 

Therefore brutal natures must be refined tfaroug^h 
education and knowledge," said Dr. Roban. " With 
most people life is too short and too hard for that," 
was my view* Materialism may be suitaUe for the 
rich, they have the ingredients for it. Yes, if this 
new natural philosophy could do away with poverty, 
inequality of rights, then all respect to it. But we 
know how it is with animals : might is right." 

" Not so, my dear sir," said the doctor, " Material- 
ism does away with sham-ideals in order to substitute 
true human ideals ; it develops heart] and mind and 
makes them receptive for all which is elevated and 
noble in life and art." 

** After what model ? " I asked, " to what purpose ? 
If tlie world is not ruled according to an eternal reason 
and grand purpose, the^e is nothing elevated or noble, 
and we must be satisfied with the soisdess sliding on 
of the world and of the human race ! " 

" But, my respected friend I " he cried, *' we become 
refined quite naturally ; plant, animal and man per- 
fect themselves in aeons, and when we consider our 
forefathers in the animal kingdom we may be quite 
proud of how far we have got already. We ^lall not 
stop here ; materialism will in future cause us to pro- 
gress much more quickly than false ideals have hither- 
to done." 

So we chatted, and it always leaked out that the 
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great materialist was a great idealist, and it happened 

that, like a skilful conjuror, he always pulled out of the 
bag into which he had hrst put an animal the most 
l^orious human being. 

He often starv- d himself in order to assist poor 
people^ not so much that they might study, but that 
they mif^t live. 

Another time he said that parental love was only 
an animal instinct, that gratitude was a discreet 
expression of selfishness, patriotism a form of self- 
adoration. Under his scientific and philosophical 
magnifying glass every virtue dissolved into a little 
dust. 

That gradually tore me from many a heaven. But 
when I considered the sweet inconsistency, how the 
professors of such doctrine in hfe are grateful, are 
ready for great sacrifices for the fatherland (he went 
to the Rhine in 1870, with the intention of giving him- 
self up to the nursing of the wounded), how he was, 
indeed, a model brother, who provided for two aged 
sisters, how abstemious he was in physical enjoyment, 
unceasingly endeavouring to seek the truths to serve 
the truth, to invite all men who came in his way to 
happiness, to find happiness there where never an 
animal found it, in research and knowledge — ^when I 
consider all that — must confess that he was a bdiever, 
believing in the victory of Good. If, with most 
teachers and philosophers, we are expected to follow 
only their words and not their deeds, it was just the 
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reverse with my doctor. He lived to a great age, was 

carried by God to lofty heights, but he always argued 
like a stubborn child : There is no God, there is 
no God,** 
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Chapter XIX 



LORD, WE PERISH! 




OU would not know him again/* said the peo- 
ple, when I asked after him. 



"He has retired into an unknown solitude. You 
will hardly find him." 

But that I should see. I had respected the man 
for many years, admired his pure, great heart which 
beat only for hmnanity. All that he did for the poor 
and the wretched, for education and morality, all he 
did personally, through societies, as orator and teacher* 
was admirable. He sacrificed his working capacity* 
his substance for the general good, he desired to train 
his children for the service of humanity. To emulate 
him appeared to me most beautiful and yet most 
difficult. There were only a few who understood him, 
the great crowd jeered at him. That did not seem to 
influence him. He worked untiringly to improve 
education and in the spirit of Christianity. He fought 
against all Phariseeism, against egotism and falseness, 
against all kinds of brutality ; he fought against vivi- 
section as well as against religious abuses, against a 
profligate life, against alcohol and other poisons, he 
was against duels as well as against war, he was a 
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vegetarian, lived for natural healing, was an enthu- 
siastic upholder of peace, a fiery opponent of all brutal 
and cynical hatred of class and race. Without talking 
much about Germanism he lived quietly and ^adly 

for German virtue. And his strength for all this 
originated in the &rm belief that humanity would 
and must ennoble and perfect itself into a Kingdom of 
(jocI on earth, aiid that every good word aiid example 
contributed a small seed towards it. 

But of late a change had come over him and when, 
returning from a long journey, I inquired after good 
Hen Stephan, I was told he was not to be recog- 
nized. 

I went to the house which had once belonged to him 
and in the first storey of which, looking on to the street, 
he used to hve. He no longer lived there. On the 
ground floor was a butcher's and a tavern. A yoting 
medical man lived on the frst floor, who had arranged 
two rooms for vivisection; on the second floor were 
fencing-rooms, which were used not only for duels, 
but also occasionally for more serious fights. Where 
had Stephan, the idealist, gone ? They shrugged 
their shoulders, and did not know. On the staiis 
leading up to the fencing rooms, I met one of his sons, 
who told me that iiis father Mras hving in the suburb, 
in an old gaiden-pavilion ; but that he knew nothing 
more, because he had forbidden any one to visit him. 

If he has forbidden any one to visit him, then a 
friend is bound to go to him, I thought,and after a 
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while I discovered his abode. It stood in the big 

uncultivated garden of a decayed manor-house. It 
was quite overgrown with bushes; over-ripe melons 
and wonneaten apples were lying on a bench near the 
dour. The door was lucked. At my first knocking 
nothing stirred. At my second a voice inside called 
that it would not be opened ; at my third knocking 
he looked out of the window and, when he saw me, 
he went to the door and opened it. His exterior had 
not changed, cuAy it appeared to me as if he was 
dressed with more care than formerly, his hair well 
brushed, his beard carefully tended, his blue eye calm 
and mild as ever. 

He lived quite alone in the house, yet I saw that 
by tiie side of his bed there was a cot, in which a crea- 
ture lay. Seen closer it was a little fox-coloured dog, 
which lay curled up like a caterpillar on the pillow. 
The animal Mfted its head a little, and looked sus- 
piciously at me with staring eyes, showing its teeth. 

It seems to me, my friend, that 3^u've given up 
all your rights," I said to Stephan. " What does it 
mean ? ** 

** It's a wild beast ! " he said grinding his teeth. 

I quickly withdrew the hand, with which I meant 
to pat the dog, then he laughed and cried : I don't 
mean the animal. That which calls itself man is a 

wild beast." 

With your permission, sir," 1 said, still half-jokiiig, 
I belong to that species." 
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*' Oh, we two ! " he replied, " We are no longer wild, 
we are tame, no longer in the natural state. We are 
degenerates they say. We who are tame and patient 
and charitable are just good enough to be extirpated. 
He who is strong, and brutal, and savage is master 
in the greatness, the nobleness, the flower, the goal of 
mankind is in him. So we can reserve no rights for 
ourselves. 

" That you should speak thus I " I said. "You must 
have had bitter experiences*'* 

" Which of us have not had them if we go about 
with open eyes ? Or do you, too, belong to those that 
see nothing ? '* 

"You have often said yourself that men are not 
angels.** 

** Angels ! " he cried laughingly. " Who expects 
them to be Angels. They are devils I " 
" Formerly you believed in the world and in men.** 

** My friend, he who believes most firmly is the 
most deeply disappointed. I hoped, beheved, all, 
only not the one thing, when they said : Man is after 
all only an animal, only a more dangerous, more abomi- 
nable animal than the tiger, the hyena, because he is 
provided with greater capacities. I called those who 
spoke like this, worthless pessimists, and I spent myself 
full of hope for the brood. Oh, what I might have 
been 1 How I now weep for my lost life ! At first I 
was on the right part, you do not know that perhaps. 
My father, a Hungarian, cut straps out of dogs' and 
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horses' skins, and if it happened that the king wished to 
hang any one, my father was called with the hemp 
collar. I was to have learnt that trade; it might be a 
remunerative trade, if it were managed rightly. But 
I fled. At Augshmrg I learnt commerce. I cannot 
remember ever to have gambled on the stock exchange, 
falsified goods, or taken up unsoimd concerns, or to 
have made a fraudulent bankruptcy. Th^ it could 
be done without those things. I wished afterwards to 
employ the profit of my goods otherwise, and then came 
the rub. Life, humanity must be understood in a bigger 
sense, must be compared with words and eternities. 
One leap towards heaven ! Love ! Love ! Love ? 
With word and pen I praised himian love, celebrated 
noble human characters and deeds. They laughed 
at me for it and they were right." 

He did not speak excitedly, but quite composedly, 
apparently after much reflection, and that seemed to 
me imcanny. He had always been silent over his 
inner experiences, now he seemed to hnd it needful to 
speak out, and I listened. This listening was a painful 
proceeding. I will write down briefly what he said. 
The brown doggie lay in a doze, sometimes it was as 
if it pricked up its ears to hear what was said. 

" There is a fierce fire on earth,*' said friend Stephen. 
" And all talk about moraUty, all pedagogy is oil upon 
the flames. It flares up the more disastrously, the 
hotter it is cursed. I have not long let myself be 
dissuaded. Science, Religion ! But look, science is 
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used m a spirit of sdfishness, of arrogance, of vanity. 

To-day everybody has religion on his tongue, nobody 
in the heart. Our time is full of divine principles, and 
full of diabolical deeds. The more self-denying a few 
try to be the more selfish is the crowd. Cast a glance 
on our political parties.** 

I pray you, Stephan, do not speak of it ! " 
" It's true then, you, too, are sick of it ! And think 
oi certain occurrences at pubHc meetings and gather- 
ings, think of the press which gives the public the pro- 
ceedings in Parliament and in the law courts with cri- 
minal indiscretion. A university which finds ready 
scholars everywhere. Brutality, evil instincts are busily 
promoted. The more Societies formed against alcohol 
and drunkenness the more spirits are brewed . The more 
eagerly benevolent persons strive to spread the prin- 
ciples of a natural way of living, to protect the rights of 
animals, torture of animals is carried on with greater 
indifierence in the lecture-halls of medical science. The 
great international union of Promoters of Peace ! We 

thought there might be sufficient opposition to desig- 
nate these people as charitable, fanciful ; oh, no, they are 
publicly jeered at ; we read and hear of persons down- 
right indignant that there are people who, enemies to 
the enormous slaughter of men, wish for peace ; yea 
tiiey declare quite openly that peace is an evil and 
war a good thing, a source of human greatness and 
virtue. Naturally, if that is so, we ought to prevent 
peace, sow strife, encourage hostihty, make war. 
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kindle the world to hatred and fire, and the public, 
their senses blunted* listen or scream applause. And 

these enormous armies " 

"But they write daily that these great armies are the 
pledges of peace." 

** Peace," cried Stephan, parrying the subject. "Why, 
it is war every day. War in our own country* among 
our own people, in our own homes, war to the knife. 
Just cast a glance on those race-struggles, my friend ? 
Breathing wrath, they are directed against foreign 
peoples, and* filled with hatred, they torn against those 
of their own compatriots who do not consent to rage 
with them. It is true, and I imderstand that a race 
considered dangerous should be held in check. I under* 
stand that, from political and economic reasons, per- 
haps from many others, the power of the jews in our 
lands must be limited; that happens to be a political 
right, and it is the right of self-preservation in a people. 
But, my friend, what we have daily before our eyes, is not 
a political struggle, that is a madman's chase and anger 
against persons, against human beings. Lies and 
caliunny are the most ordinary weapons, they already 
show signs of using the incendiary torch and the battle- 
axe. And that is in a civilized state which guarantees 
rights and protection under all circumstances, and 
imposes for that reason taxes of money* strength and 
blood." 

I answered soothingly : You must admit, and 
formerly you praised it yourself* that* at the present 
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time, much more is done for the poor and unfortunate 
than in olden times." 

"In a great measure that is hypocrisy, partly a bad 
conscience," was his answer. " They make the people 
on the whole systematically poor and wretched, in 
order to give alms to the poor. No, as long as the 
welfare of humanity at large is not promoted differently 
from the way in which it is done to-day, so long does 
this diarity on a small scale annoy me« I must confess 
to you that I am discouraged." 

" You exaggerate, Stephan 1 " 

"Let me tell you one more thing/' he continued. 
"My family knew my principles, I put them before 
them every day with affectionate kindness. I acted 
according to them. I said once : When I see how 
foreign children are treated at school by their com- 
panions, and out of doors by street-arabs and others, 
my heart breaks, because it makes me think of you, 
of you, my children, and if it happened to you to suffer 
innocently on account of your race until the heart, weep- 
ing in secret, becomes hardened and embittered and be<- 
comes dead to the innocent joys of life t When I 
spoke so humanely of human beings, my own children 
stared at me stupefied, as if I spoke in a foreign tongue, 
spoke of strangers that did not concern us t Or they 
boldly contradicted me, using the tone of the 
vulgar, which is to-day the good tone. A little 
while ago I went for a walk with my nephew, a youth 
of seventeen. He was educated in the classical school 
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ol tiie humanities ; he takes a cheerful bright view of life, 
is of a kindly good and sociable disposition, and has 
already proved himself clever, as well as warm-hearted. 
Well, during this walk, on the lively Corso, an old man, 
apparently of the tribe of Israel, came along. Modestly 
aiid politely he tried to make his way through, but by 
accident, in the crowd, he touched my nephew's 
shoulder. The latter stopped still quickly, looked 
after the old man, with a wrathful eye, and called out, 
loudly, Hog of a Jew I — the people laughed, no one gave 
the boy the well-merited box on the ears, and I 
am petrified with horror. Later on, when taken to 
account by me, the lad said the Jews ought to be 
shown everywhere distinctly that they are an abomi- 
nation to us, in order to make their sojourn 
among us so disagreeable that they may go away. 
All who heard him agreed with him with much ani- 
mation. I thought I must sink into the earth with 
shame at such street-arab -manners in our youth." 

** Stephan," " I repUed, " brutahty and recklessness 
have always existed and the hobbled^oy age is 
nothing new ! Such things would not have upset 
your highly courageous health formerly. Why then 
now?" 

The little dog began to whine, quite softly, as if 
afraid of complaining of pain, it moaned like a child. 

Isit hurting again, is it ? " asked the man tenderly 
of the animal, lifting it slowly and taking it in his arms. 
Then I saw that the dog was wounded, had a bad 
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hind-leg, which was much swollen. Stephan washed 

the wound carefully, speaking caressing words to the 
animal and patting it the while. Then he used aceta 
alumina and made a bandage, after which the animal 
was quiet again, [and looked at his sick-nurse with 
faithful eyes. 

How did you get at this mongrel ? I asked 
him. 

** I will tell you. Do you remember the old pedlar 
woman who perambulated the town and offered 
matches, smoking utensils, hand-mirrors, shirt-buttons, 

mechancial toys and similar wares for sale in the 
restaurants and caf^." 

'*The lean woman with the pitch-black hair ? 

** And with the little dog which entertained the com- 
pany with his high jumps, if they held up something 
good to eat two or three 3^ards high. 

** And which with a little basket in his mouth went 
round collecting for his modest tricks 1 Is that the 
dog ? Have you bought it ? " 

" Inherited it." 

" Is the old woman dead ? '* 

"Something like it," said Stephan and added 
with lively irony: "Only think, this person, she 
was a witch ! The children ran after her as after 
the Piper of Hamlin. In a suburb outside the 
town, near the water, one of them came to grief. 
Persons worthy to be believed bore witness that the 
pedlar-woman sat in a forsaken brickkiln and drank 
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Christian blood out of a silver cup. When she 
was seen again alter that with her little box of wares, 

and licr dofE^. and she sang a song, the childran ran after 
her again, and grown up persons too, educated people 
among them, and cried out : There she is ! Catch 
her ! Send her about her business. So they have chased 
the old woman through many streets. I met the noisy 
mob, the old woman panted along and was just about 
to break down, the little dog hovered round her with 
anxious barking, when he was seized by a rough fellow 
and hurled with an abominable curse against the wall 
of a house. It fell to the ground and remained quivering 
on the pavement. Wlien they tried to lay hands on 
the aged woman, I rushed into the thick to defend her« 
Then I was clutched and thrown down beside the dog. 
Wlien I was able to pick myself up, the rabble had 
gone. A few days after the old woman died. Well, 
the seriously wounded animal remained with me as a 
legacy. My friend," he concluded, since that day I 
have had enough. It is all in vam, I tell you, it is all 

in vain. They are beasts 

So, this is what I wanted to tell you of poor good 
Stephan. Naturally they scoffed at him : he who 
would improve the world has come down to the 
dogs. He turned his heart, of which human beings 
w ere not worthy, toward the animal. What the man 
related to me may be a little exaggerated. Yet I 
confess that in these extraordinary days one might feel 
similarly inclined. Everything pomts to tlie improve- 
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ment of the world and meanwhile it gets worse with 
the quality of mankind. And so we get discouraged. 
We should, then, be happy if a dog remains to whom 

we caii do good. 
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NOTHING CAN HAPPEN TO YOU ! 

1HAVE nearly reached the end of the book — 
only a last reminder, that to all of us, even to 

tlic poorest in spirit, a model lias been given which 
stand outside the material world. 

We know that among the ideals of the human soul 
stand, for instance, hberty, justice, love of country, 
art, religion. But often one is set against the other. 

Religion loses adherents in proportion as a man 
turns to other ideals. The red-hot Socialist, the pas- 
sionate nationalist cannot also be rehgious, and in any 
case he feels no need for it ; his mind is filled with 
other pictui^, through which he raises himself above 
commonplace existence. I respect every ideal which 
delivers a human being from his material ego, but it 
must be said that ideals are not of equal value. The 
sociaUstic and pohtical ideals in themselves are not 
worth an3rthing, they must be put into practice. 
Nationalism, for instance, only obtains importance 
when the feeling is followed by the deed, when he who 
is proud of his country is also ready to work for it, 
to suffer for it, to sacrifice his personal advantages, 
and if need be, himself. Then tlie national idea 

810 
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stands so high that it is only surpassed by one other— 
the ideal of humanity. 

But as we are wretched creatures, threatened daily 
by poverty and misfortune, entangled in self-love and 
oppressed and paralysed by the consciousness of the 
nothingness of existence — ^it is a question if the ideals 
of liberty, love of country, art, truth, etc., always 
suffice, and if they prove a support in every condition 
of hfe. 

According to my experiences and reflections, religion 

is the truest of ail ideals. In happy hours of life, when 
our senses have taken a tight hold upon the world, 
the spirit of religion is relegated to the background. 
In trial and in sadness it comes forward with its con- 
solation and heavenly strength — and man, otherwise 
forsaken and deceived, does not break down. But it 
must be remembered, that pure religion is meant here, 
the yearning for a kindly deity, who is from eternity 
to eternity, and who does not neglect one of His 
creatures, and a humble confidence in that belief. 

Formal rehgion, consisting in usages of the Church, 
makes man happier by its material influence in feeding 
him with a new bread. But an inward religion, whidi 
has fully entered into the heart of man, so that he 
no longer needs visible signs of the invisible graces 
brings man that indestructible happuiess and fortitude 
of which Anzengruber's stonebreaker says : " Nothing 
can happen to you i ' 

Many a man to-day hardly knows what it means 
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to liave religion. And it is di&cult to make it com- 
prebensible to him in his mHieu ; he has no need for it, 
yea, he — the declared foe of aU superstition — is wrapped 
up in the superstiti<Mi that it is not up to date " to 
be leligions. He wants to find something unworthy 
of the human mind in religion, something " only fit 
for old women." He proves by such decisions bis 
incapacity of grasping even dimly what I mean. 

There is also tlie kind of man who denies one God, 
or the GodSi and who is all for a purely ethical philo- 
sophy. I do not mean that ethics is not religion. All 
that has a worldly purpose, that requires either down- 
right proof or downright denial, has nothing to do 
with religion. The foundation of religion is humility. 
We are insignificant and impotent, we can in reality 
prove nothing nor deny anything that influences us ; 
we can do nothing except submit and trust in Him 
from whom we come and m whom are. We of 
to-day think so much of truth. Good. That we can 
do nothing and are poor creatureSi that is the pure 
truth. Leave me alone with your " acliievements " 
as long as not one of our desires is satisfied, not one 
of our hopes fulfilled I I mean those desires and those 
hopes which have to do with our inward happiness 
and the pure joy of existence. Get along with your 
theory that our only task is to " progress." Nature 
herself provides a necessary development. But it is 
possible to be unnatural inside nature, and that we are 
when we eat without feeling hunger, and when we 



UigiiiztKJ by <-3 



NOTHING CAN HAPPEN TO YOU ! 313 



exert ourselves to acquire needs of which nature 
hitherto knew nothing. Man's task resembles that of 
the other creatures : he shall rejoice to be. But he 
has greater means of rejoicing than the other creatures. 
He has the capacity of sacrificing liimseif for his fellow- 
men, and of hnding satisfaction in that willing self- 
sacrifice. He has the capacity of seeing the nothing- 
ness of this span of life, and of feeling calm and courage- 
ous with that knowledge. He has the capacity of 
hoping, of hoping for a great eternity, and of feeling 
happy in that hope. And all brings him to the same 
point — ^to rejoice that he is. He is impotent, but he 
is. He sufiers distress and trials, but he is. This 
impotence means nothing, for he is an atom of what 
is almighty. His trials mean nothing, for he passes 
through them towards a spiritual perfection, which 
makes it clear to him that he is one witli Uie All 
blessed. 

If any one thinks like that, what can happen to 

him ? The unhappy will laugh at tliis manner of 
thinking of a happy man for whom there is no death 
although he daily sees a dozen coffins carried past his 
window ; for whom there exists no suicide, because 
his existence is indestructible. And what arrogance, 
they say^ for a man to imagine himself to be inde- 
structible 1 

Yes, that is — to return to the chief thing — ^the hu- 
mihty in man and the anogance in God. That is 
called religion. 



uiyiii^ed by Google 



SI4 MY KINGDOM OF HEAVEN 



We rarely meet religious people, or rather, they do 

not show it. Thos(' who appear religious before the 
world are not so, and they who are really religious do 
not appear so. There are still people left who never 
hurt ciny one, who keep modestly in the background 
in the " struggle for life," who do their duties simply 
and faithfully, and hve for their fellow-creatures with 
a calm, cheerful heart and good-will. We love such 
persons, and we do not think that they are religious 
because they do not proclaim it, because they chastely 
veil their love of God, and offer only its good fruits 
to the world. I beUeve such truly religious people 
are still to be found everjrwhere, in every rank, among 
the workmen as among the aristocrats, among men 
of science as among peasants. For rehgion is a univer- 
sal, ineradicable instinct, I might say a means of pro- 
tection against the infinite desdateness of this Ufe. 

In mankind — even to-day — there is an inexhaustible 
fund of goodness, conhdence and value, which is not 
to be overcome by earthly adversity, an infinite 
source of desire of Hfe, of yearning lor perfection and 
for eternal happiness. What, then, shall we call these 
emotions ? They are too great, too divine, to bear a 
name fit to be pronounced by human tongue. Good. 
But we may be allowed to risk for one thing, namely, 
that such emotions shall ever be roused, nourished 
and developed. For one reason, because they make 
mankind better, but still more because tliey bring him 
a bliss which is not to be found either in science, or 
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art, or liberty, or equality, or patriotism, or in anything 
in the outward cosmos. 

When religious instincts are entirely neglected they 
perish, they gradually become extinct, and what 
remams is an homunculus or a harmful being, which 
strives to escape this senseless, foolish " existence 
through forgetfulness and suicide. Yet such a being 
is not free from metaphysical, mystical ideas ; it 
believes that if this present life is done away with it 
wiU be able to sleep, to sleep eternally unconsdous, 
and to be no longer anything which can feel and 
suffer. I call this notion metaphysical and mystical, 
because it is opposed to the natural laws familiar to 
us, to our practical modes of thought, and thus, so 
to speak, makes up a kind of religion here below. 
Not to be eternal, and to be nothing 1 What an un- 
natural idea ! To bring a proof of not being eternally 
is even more impossible than to bring one for the 
eternal life of the personality. We have at least an 
approximate example of the latter : life in general, 
our present hie which need only be conceived as con- 
tinued in one diape or another. But not to be eter- 
nally ? Where, then, is somehod\/ who is not ? A man 
who died yesterday certainly no longer exists for ns 
to-day ; we also believe ourselves to be convinced of 
the fact that the same man in the same way can be 
nowhere in existence on earth because lie is dead, 
and because we see the remains of his being decay 
before us. There our wisdom ends. But what opposes 
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that conviction ? Our imagination, limitless space, 

infinite time where aiid when under eternally changed 
conditions all life must live, and where and when we 
cannot imagine an3/ihing less than the borders of 
eternity and of the universe ; a world according to a 
plan in which all moves in the closest unity with 
past and future ; the indomitable personal longing for 
life which makes all that which impedes life pain, and 
aU that increases it pleasure. Finally, the ineradicable 
Icmging of man for perfection, for everlasting being, 
thejconsdousness of self. The greatest surety against 
the non-existence of the individual after death is the 
impossibility of the proof that his consciousness of 
his ego has ceased for ever with the dissolution of his 
temporary body. 

i But I do not know if with all tbat has been enu- 
merated, the eternal Ufe of the individual is made 

infinitely more probable than the eternal death of 
which they say that it begins suddenly after the dying 
of a certain body. Perhaps the most important 
reasons for eternal life are not exactly touched upon * 
here. [Perhaps mind and language do not sufi&ce for 
the most important reasons, so that they can only 

live in our hearts as presentiments. 

For we cannot speak or act reUgion; we must 
have it. It does not exist either in ideas or in deeds, 
but in personal quaUties. And therefore we ought 
not to speak so much of it, as I have done in this 
book. 
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Only sometimes T long to remind ourselves of the 
elements oi indestructible bliss which rest in us, more 
in some^ less developed in others, in a third kind almost 
entirely buried under the desires and aspirations of 
the fleeting day. I wish to state that not one of the 
merits of our souls is as signiflcant for us as a religious 
heart. I have had opportunity among the thousands 
and thousands of sham-rehgionists to meet truly 
religious minds. I cannot imagine anything nobler 
than a person who, simple and unpretentious, strictly 
and conscientiously fulfils his present task of life,because 
he knows that it is necessary for the construction of 
the heavenly ladder ; who takes pleasure in his earthly 
doings without giving up his whole soul to them ; who 
enjoys the joys oi hfe with thanksgiving, but also 
knows how to bear misfortune, distress and trials with 
high courage ; who calnily avoids his opponents, or 
meets them without hate, because he says that he too 
makes mistakes, or that such things shall ptuify and 
steel him for higher purposes. He knows neither 
terror nor fear, for nothing can happen to him ; the 
utmost that can happen is to have to die, and that 
after all is a renascence. 

Such a hfe is beautiful, good and happy. 

And now let us put the case. It is not so ! Or 
rather, that God and eternal life are doubtful ; must 
we not even in tliat case yield to a peculiarity of the 
heart and seek a mood of the soul, which can make us 
beautiful, good and happy ? Has not rehgion, then. 
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the same right to be nursed and taken care of as, per- 
haps, art, which is also liable to decay ; or science, which 
is also doubtful, and which possesses its chief force in 
that very doubt ? 

God save us from the fashion of being religious 
which threatens us to-day. Fashionable Christianity 
has so often filled up the source of salvation with 
sand tliat we wish people would frankly say what they 
mean. An honest atheist is before God worth a 
thousand times more than a h3^critical Christian. 
For, as has been often pointed out in these medita- 
tions» he who strives with a pure and faithful heart 
in his own way for a high ideal stands on the thres- 
hold of the Kingdom of Heaven. And while in an 
ardent desire for knowledge he defiantly tears the veil 
in order to behold the truth, the deity stands before 
him in such infinite greatness, beauty and goodness, 
that man forgets his doubts and his striving and sinks 
worshipping on his knees. 
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chapter XXI 

WHAT WILL IT BE LIKE IN 

HEAVEN ? 



HAT will it be like in Heaven ? That question 



Y V was once put to the author of this book in 
good earnest. Fifty years ago I might have been able 
to give an answer. Now I no longer know exactly. 
But I will try to remember Heaven Is a great, great 
Church. In the foreground, at the high altar, sits 
Holy Trinity, surrounded by all the saints of God. 
Naked babes with golden wings are flying about in the 
have. 

The blessed, who have found each other again after 
death, clad in white garments. They sit on the benches, 
holding candles in their hands and listen to music, 
beautiful above all description — that is how I should 
have answered the question as a child with the utmost 
assurance. But even in those days it struck me that my 
mother, when resting on a bench after a heavy day's 
work, sometimes leaned her head thoughtfully on her 
hand, speaking softly to herself the words : What 
will it be like in Heaven ? " Yes, my God, that she, 
who stood so far above me in everything, must 
know much better than I. Her question awoke 
the first doubt in me. And later the more they talked 
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in cfauicfaes and Christian doctiines and in books 

of Heaven, the more variously it was described, the 
less clear the representation of Heaven became for me 
till finally the question : What will it be like in Heaven ? 
j^elded to another : Is there a heaven at all ? At 
that time I was acquainted with people who perhaps 
believed in a Heaven, but not in a hell. An eternal 
hell, into which mankind, created sinful, was to be 
cast, was not unthinkable together with God's mercy 
and justice. Hell we had ahready in this world, said 
some, and the others opined. Heaven ought to be 
established in this world. The latter were on the right 
track, but yet went astray. They began a luxurious 
life with aU sensual enjo3mients. Such a heaven 
was pleasant enough for a time, but had the great 
disadvantage of not lasting forever, and then hell came 
in with a vengeance and often lasted longer than 
Heaven had formerly. Then many saw tliat it was, 
after all, necessary to transplant Heaven into eternity, 
beyond the gates of death, where it was safe and out 
of reach of all earthly eventualities. And yet that 
Heaven remained earthly to the people ; that is to say, 
it corresponded to their earthly desires. The peasant 
perhaps imagined an infinite series of fruitful com crops, 
a continual season of fine weather. The farm labourer 
wished always to lie in the hay and to have the maid- 
servant bring out smoked meat and dumplings to him 
every day, to the bam. The publican imagined in 
eternity that there would be no official closing time ; 
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that in eternity his tavern would always be full of guests, 
who were ever good-tempered^ never brawled nor owed 
their accoimt. The veteran Franz, who had lost his 
leg at Magenta, was convinced that in Heaven, through 
the alliance with the Heavenly Host, the House of Austria 
would at last make mince-meat of the Italians in such 
a way that they might form the " filhng for sausages.'* 
In short, the people imagine Heaven as the continuation 
of their earthly life, and as the f ulfUment of their every- 
day desires. 

And in reaUty all who imagine a Heaven do more or 
less the same. Earthly imagination can, after ail, 
only build with earthly bricks. Even the building site 
falls out accordingly. "There above the stars" there 
are enough building-sites at disposal, and there also 
Heaven has been erected for the great mass. Then came 
the scientists who poked their noses into everything, 
and who are only eager for the so-called truth, although 
it is chiefly they who certify that the limited human 
brain, as accidental and subordinate matter, is not fit 
either to recognize or to endure the truth. Then 
came the astronomers and measured the spaces " above 
the stars *' as the geometer measures the land, and said : 
"Away with Heaven I This is stiU part of the world; 
there is no room for Heaven here ! *^ So Heaven was 
pushed out farther and farther, till at last it entirely 
disappeared from the sight of mankind. Then the 
reckless question : "What will it be like m Heaven ? 
was no longer asked'; but they asked anxiously and 
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despairingly : *^ Where is Heaven ? They asked the 

priests, the philosophers, the artists and the poets — 
but they never asked One whom they ought to have 
asked first of aU — ^Him, who has shown Heaven to us, 

Jesus the Christ. He did not point to the firmament 
when He showed Heaven to us. He has said : In 
my father's iiouse are many dweUings.*' As many as 
there are human hearts which rejoice in God, as many 
as there are desires, means and ways, which, guided by 
good-will, strive towards God, so many dwellings as 
there are in the house of the Heavenly Father. Jesus, 
the Christ, has promised us the eternity of Heaven, but 
has not bid us wait for death to go to Heaven, as if the 
bitterness of death must come before Heaven can be- 
gin. My dear hriend, the matter is quite different and 
much better. According to the teaching of the Lord, 
Heaven can begin before death, yes ; it must begin 
before death, if it is to be after death. If Heaven 
has not already begun with you, it will begin as 
soon as you desire it. Already to-day, at this 
moment, the veil that covers up the Kingdom of 
Heaven for you can fall, for Heaven has been placed 
within you, you blessed child of God. 

You must seek Heaven in your own heart, you must 
have it in your soul ; in the same soul in which live 
the little joys and sufferings of the present day ; in which 
you feel harsh grief and vexation on account of your 
business or the earning of your daily bread, in which 
you desire for the applause of your fellow-citizens, the 



WHAT WILL IT BE LIKE IN HEAVEN ? 323 



praise of the newspapers; in the same soul in which 
sprout all your childisliasphations and vanities, which 
fill the present iorciioon and afternoon and spoil your 
quiet sleep at night. Behold, in the same small soul 
is the great, eternal Kingdom of Heaven, is the be- 
ginning of this Kingdom of Heaven as soon as you will. 
If yon are so far from it that you ask : How is that 
credible ? This miserable earthly tif e has the Kingdom 
of Heaven in it ? This pitifully despondent volup- 
tuous heart has within it the Kingdom of Heaven ? '* 
do not be of Uttle faith. You have often already heard 
the word — Blessed are the poor, the peaceful, the 
merciful, the long suffering, the humble — and you have 
thought nothing of it. Perhaps it has not even struck 
you that it is not said : They will be blessed ! — ^but 
that it says ; They are blessed ! — ^Jesus the Christ 
has ever said great things in few words, so that we 
must, so to speak, interpret it first for our daily use, 
and translate it into our way of thinking, in order t< 
see that they are not merely great words, but rather 
truths, which may be wonderfully applied to our daily 
Ufa. 

Yes, that is granted, I hear you say, but before all 
we must beUeve in God. 

How believe ? I think nothing of behef. Now- 
adays behef is far too much talked about and that 
awakes doubt. We can only beUeve in things that 
are uncertain, that are not proved. Does anybody say 
that he beheves in the sun ? We need not beheve in 
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God, for we know Him by knowledge. Will our exceed- 
ingly imperiect senses reperceive Hun everywhere and 
at aU times. If we had a greater soul than the wonn In 
the ground, if we were great beinp spiritually, then 
we should see still more clearly the all-powerlui, all- 
high deity which sorroimds us, that we can now 
only dimly fed. Yet the vague feding of the eternal 
tells no more than all earthly knowledge can tell us. 
Who preadies to you to beUeve in your own existence ? 
The demand to believe in the existence of God is much 
more preposterous than exhortation to beheve in 
your own earthly life. This is not so much a matter 
of course, because 3^u may negative it, because you can 
destroy it. GdcI is. I assert it with the same calmness 
with which something that is a matter of course is 
asserted and mean almost to apologise for sa3nng 
it. Gud is, because everything only exists through 
Him. 

Therefore we no longer speak thus : Believe, we say. 

Trust ! Trust in Him who is all and guides all. Trust 
that we are His, that He will never leave us. Trust 
when we are prosperous, trust when we are in trouble. 
We are immortal, it is not a question of the few years 
which we call our life, it is a question of the eternal 
To Be and a rising to perfection. And» as we cannot 
know the ways and means, we must leave those to Him 
whose Providence bridges over all eternities. Many 
a thmg that comes over us and hurts us so much, 
things which we fancy the greatest misfortune, will be 
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necessary for our eternal happiness — ^if we resign oui- 
selves in humble trust. 1 

Do you imagme that such confidence in an unknown 
being is against human nature ? Away in a wild forest 
stood a tumble-down hut. It was supported by two 
wooden props of which one was split and the other 
bent. In the hut an emaciated woman, still young, lay 
on straw and rags, ill with consumption, A man^ 
feverish with grief, crouched by the hearth, and made 
a fire with dnmsy hands, in order to boil mUk in a 
saucepan ; but he could not reach the milk, standing 
in the other comer, for he had broken his 1^ in the 
forest, and it had not been set, and hurt furiously. 

Three children, from two to five years old, asked 
whiningly for milk, the eldest reached the jug and q[>ilt 
the whole contents on the floor. The man gave a cry 
of despair. The woman sootiied him as far as her 
breath allowed. "Now it is time for God to come 
to our aid/' she said. They themselves had done their 
part faithfully and diligently, now they had come to 
an end, and God was at the beginning. Till now she 
had always had anxiety, because she f eared^she might 
omit something that was her duty. Now they had no 
longer any duty, because they were quite powerless, 
now they might calmly wait for God's assistance. TTiere- 
fore she felt now tliat they were certainly saved. Her 
words made the man's heart hghter. If indeed the 
rule of God bad now begun in his hut then all must 
indeed change. That the children must go to bed to- 
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day without milk was notliing, to-morrow people would 
come with food and a doctor with help. What hap- 
pened ? In the night the hut broke down and buried 
the sick woman and the little children. When the 
wood-cutters found the man in the morning amongst 
the ruins, he was stiU sufficiently alive to stammer : 
' In God's name, so it is the best ! " Then he too 
was saved. 

If we consider it from the higher point of view, did 

not God do the best ? The innocence of the children 
the rising nature of the man, the trust of the woman 
touched Him. He did not attempt to patch things up 
for the poor people, He made quite a new beginning. 

He who has to do with God, measures with a differ- 
ent measure. Seventy or eighty years are nothing to 
him ; he only knows an eternity, in the very midst of 
which he stands with his little bit of an earthly hfe. 
His spirit strides, sometimes stumbling over a planet, 
through the infinite. He walks arm in arm with 
God, who does not let the stumbler fall. With this 
unconditional confidence, this complete rest in the 
Sonship to God, it is good to be man. That is the 
standpoint where it is easy to be indifferent towards 
things so highly valued in everday hfe, or at least 
not to become their slave ; when it becomes easy to 
bear daily trials, nay even heavy blows of fat( , bravely, 
because they only last a moment in the sight of the 
Eternal, where it becomes easy to love mankind, to 
sacrifice oneself to it, because we know what an infinite 
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value each single man has as an eternal child of God ; 
and finally where it becomes easy to submit meekly 
to death as the narrow gate into a better existence. 

And he who, of cheerful spirit, lives in such trust, 
has the Kingdom oi Heaven in his heart. The 
Kmgdom of Heaven of which Jesus speaks, that 
Kmgdom of Heaven which begins on earth, and is not 
interrupted by death but only elevated. 

Perhaps now you think, my hriend, that such a state 
means renunciation of the joys of this world. On the 
contrary it augments and purifies the joys of this 
world. Life according to the laws of nature, guided 
by the divine light of reason, will make the body health- 
ful, thfe heathful body will enjoy nature innocently and 
gratefully, no satiety will follow the calm joys of the 
senses. Because such a person is peaceful^ he will have 
but few enemies ; because he is helpful, he will not stand 
alone in the time of his need ; because he is just, he 
will not fear judgment ; because he is humble, he will be 
raised, without fearing humiliation by strangers. 

Riches and honour give him httle care, because he 
sets little value on them ; the future of his children 
causes him but little uneasiness because they are well 
educated, and if one is a failure through no fault of liis, 
he trusts it to the guidance of the Lord. The worst 
evils that drive others to despair are powerless to attack 
him, his soul is full of simphcity and cheerfulness, and 
the keen vivid enjoyment is a proof to him that he 
lives according to the will of God. 
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Heaven carefully avoided by so many is something 
like this. This is fhe Heaven of the peaceftil. Now 
there are fighting temperaments, which, apart from the 
straggles for their personal improvement, must always 
be fighting with and for something. Let them struggle 
in God's name for their freedom, their fatherland, their 
nation, for what they consider to be truth, but they shall 
fight with pure hearts and faithful weapons and with 
confidence in tiie final victory of all good — then they 
too will have that holy innocent cheerfulness of heart— 
which is the Kingdom of God. 

It is not as if this were so very dif&cult to acquire 
in our social life, as if it were hardly possible to accus- 
tom oneself to live in such a Kingdom of Heaven. It 
is not possible to mankind from one day to the other, 
but in the course of time when teachers and 
guides lead in this direction, it is assuredly to be 
obtained, the more easily because our longing for 
continual happiness is ever awake. For the present 
the individual must get accustomed to such a way of 
thinking — and many a one will succeed. We must 
often repeat to ourselves how senseless is our chase for 
wealth and honour, how incomparably more contented, 
more iiealthful, finer and grander we should be if a 
natural simplicity of Ufe sufficed us, if the opinion of 
strange, unreliable people did not stand higher for us 
than our conscience, and if we were not devoured by 
hatred and vindictiveness. Added to that a httle 
benevolence for everybody and absolute faithfulness 
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in love and friendship, in action and way ol livings 
and the Kingdom of Heaven stands ton. 

Not, of course, the perfect one. There are always 
people unfavourably constituted, who cannot attain 
an innocent cheerfulness of heart in spite of the noblest 
manner of living. And yet, even there, what a differ- 
ence between a good-natured and an 91-natured hy- 
pochondriac or pessimist. It is certainly dif&cult 
for the latter to grasp that great redeeming trust, and 
yet I know more than one who after having conquered 
trust in God, has come from darkness into the sunshine, 
as if trust acquired by a strong will could even change 
the temperament ! 

To every one the heaven he deserves. That was 
said long ago, and I add : To every one a heaven he 
desires. As different as human potentialities, desires 
and fulfilments are in this hfe on a small scale, as 
different will they be in eternity. The peasant will 
really reap there the best crop, the soldier obtain the 

greatest victories, the humble in spirit find the sweetest 
peace, the lover of beauty behold the highest beauty. 
Let each one seek to perfect his capacities and predi- 
lections as much as possible and his perfection will be 
his Heaven. 

In our span of time, this perfection, as I said, will not 
be reached, but by our faithful volition and uninter- 
rupted striving for it, we approach nearer, from step 
to step, from life to Hfe. 

The Where we leave implicitly to the Lord of the 
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Universe. Also the How. — ** No eye has seen it, 
no ear heard it, into no man's heart has it come, what 
God has prepared for them that love Him." What is the 
use of much talking and brooding ? Nothing but 
contradiction and contradictions. Only ask a single- 
minded heart. If ever, my trusting friend, you have an 
inwardly very happy hour, be it after a noble deed of 
self-sacrifice for your fellow-creatures, be it in contem- 
plation of nature, be it in the consciousness of Sonship 
to God, be it that you see you are succeeding more and 
more to live according to the will of God — in short, if you 
feel within yourself a happiness that has nothing to do 
with earthly things and interests, a happiness, that is 
quite selfless and spiritual, you need only imagine this 
happiness increased into the infinite, and you have an 
idea of what it will be like in Heaven. 
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A PRISONER'S STORY OF 
• THE CROSS. 



By the same Author. Crown Svo, 6s. 



THE STORY. 



** I.N.R.I." Is supposed to be written by a carpenter sentenced to be 

hanged for a crime f which he is legally but not morally guilty* As he 
sits in his cell, waiting for the day of his death, the desire for some sort of 
spiritual comfort <^o\vs within him, and presently he finds himself writing 
what seems to iiim tiie real story of Jesus Christ. I.N.R.I." will create 
a sensation. It will be read and criticised far and wide. * 



**! read ' I.N.R.I.' through' at a sitting. I need scaiody say more 
in order to show how it gripped mf". As a rule I am not much interested 
in endeavours to re-write the New Testament ; but this is no ordinary 
book. It is beautifully written, and the way in which the author mingles 
legendary lore with Gospel nancatlve is woodeifiiL It is all so natural 
too* and although simply told» It haunts me.** 



" Peter Rosegger is a prose poet who has applied his imaginative faculty 
with wonderful freshness to questions of life and especially of the religious 
life. In • A PRISONER'S STORY OF THE CROSS ' he paints for us 
the life of Jesus with new colours and from a uniquely new standpoint. 
In his Avowing page we find the Old Goapd taking us with a fresh grip* 
I should predict a wide acceptance in Bogiand for this ilne tendering of 
an exquisite book." 



" A remarkable book — a very inipressive work, presented with such sim- 
plicity and dignity as might be expected of the well-educated artisan who 
loses hhnsdf and something of tlie sense of hb own awful situatioo in 
re-living through tho incident of the Divine tragedy. TIm book is one 
which Tolstoy might have written," — Daily Telegraph. 

"Whichever way it be taknn — whothor as an attempt to reproduce 
what a man under such conditiuus might wiite, oi merely as au attempt 
to ie*tell the Christ story in a form to make the dicectest appeal to a 
thoughtful mind — it is in either case a remarkable book. It is all very 
freely treated, and yet reverent ; it is imaginative, poetical, thoughtful, 
yet essentially "human.' for Rosegger has a saving sense of humour." 
Outlook. 



JOSEPH HOCKING says 



J.B." in the Christian World says : 
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